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AN    ACCOUNT 
OF   THE 

LIFE  and  WRIT  INGS 

OF 

Mr.  THOMAS  O  T  w  A  Y 


H  O  M  A  S  O  T  WAY,  an  eminent  Tra- 
gic Writer  in  the  Seventeenth  Century, 
was  Son  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Humphry 
Otvvay,  Rector  of  Wolbeding  in  Suflex, 
and  w^s  born  at  Trottin  in  that  County,  on  t;  e 
3d  of  March  1651-2.  He  was  educated  at  Win- 
chefter- School,  and  became  a  Commoner  at  Chrift- 
Church  in  Oxford,  in  the  beginning  of  the  Year 
1669.  He  left  that  Univerfity  without  a  Degree; 
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vi  An  Account  of  ike  Life,  &c. 
and  is  faid  to  have  removed  thence  to^St.  Juhn's- 
College  in  Cambridge,  which  feems  very  probable 
from  a  Copy  of  Verfes.of  Mr.  Richard  Duke  to 
him,  between  whom  there  was  always  a  ftr  i£  Friend- 
Ihip.  He  then  went  to  London,  where  he  not 
only  applied  himfelf  to  Poetry,  but  fometimes  acled 
upon  the  Stage,  in  order  to  fupport  himfelf ;  and 
afterwards  by  the  Ihtereft  of  Charles  Fitz-Charks, 
Earl  of  Plymouth,  one  of  the  natural  Sons  of  King 
Charles  II.  wns  made  a  Cornet  of  Horfe,  in  wlvch 
Poft  he  attended  the  Englifh  T;oops,  in  1677,  into 
Flanders.  But  he  foon  after  returned  thence  in 
very  neceflitous  Circumftances,  and  applied  hifflfelf 
again  to  the  Bufmefs  of  writing  for  the  Stage. 

He  died  at  the  Sign  of  the  Bull  on  Tower-hill, 
April  1 4th,  1685,  and  was  interred  in  a  Vault  under 
the  Church  of  St.  Clement  Danes. 

Mr.  Langbaine  is  of  Opinion,  that  his  Genius  in 
Comedy  lay  a  little  too  much  to  Libertinifm  ;  but 
that  in  Tragedy  he  made  it  his  bufinefs  for  the  moil 
part  to  obferve  the  Decorum  of  the  Stage,  and  that 
he  was  a  Man  of  excellent  Parts,  and  daily  im- 
proved in  Writing  ;  though  he  fometimes  fell  into 
Plagiarifm,  as  well  as  others  of  his  Contempo- 
raries, and  borrovv'd  very  freely  from  Shakefpear. 
Mr.  Addifon's  Character  of  him  is  greatly  ro  his 
Advantage ;  he  has  foHovv'd  Nature,  fays  that  incom- 
purable  Critic,  in  the  Language  of  his  Tragedy,  and 
therefore  fhines  in  the  psilionate  Parts  more  than 
any  of  our  Englilh  Poets.  As  there  ^  fomething 
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familiar  and  domeftic  in  the  Fable  of  his  Tragedy, 
more  than  in  thofe  of  any  other  Poet,  he  has  little 
Pomp,  but  great  Force  in  his  Expreflions*  For 
which  Reafon,  though  he  has  admirably  fucceeded 
in  the  tender  and  melting  Part  of  his  Tragedies,  he 
fometimes  falls  into  too  great  a  Familiarity  of  Phrafe 
in  thofe  Parts,  which,  by  Ariftotle's  Rule,  ought  to 
have  been  raifed  and  fupported  by  the  Dignity 
of  Expreffion.  It  has  been  obferved  by  others,  that 
this  Poet  has  founded  his  Tragedy  of  Venice  Pre- 
ferved,  on  fo  wrong  a  Plot,  that  the  greateft  Charac- 
ters in  it  are  thofe  of  Rebels  and  Traitors.  Had  the 
Hero  of  his  Play  difcovered  the  fame  good  Qualities 
in  the  Defence  of  his  Country,  that  he  (hewed  for  its 
Ruin  and  Subverfion,  the  Audiencecould  notenougli 
pity  and  admire  him.  But  as  he  is  now  repre- 
fenttxl,  we  can  only  fay  of  him,  what  the  Roman 
Hiflorian  fays  of  Catiline,  that  his  Fall  would  have 
been  glorious,  had  he  fo  fallen  in  the  Service  of  his 
Country. 

Mr.  Charles  Gildon  ftiles  our  Author  "  a  Poet 
"  of  the  firtt  Magnitude  j"  and  tells  us,  that  he  was 
a  perfect  Matter  of  the  tragic  Paffions,  and  draws 
them  every  where  with  a  juft  and  natural  Simpli- 
city ;  and  therefore  never  fails  to  raife  ftrong  Emo- 
tions in  the  Soul  :  whereas  Mr.  Dryden,  who  afte&s 
a  quite  different  Stile,  and  feliiom  or  never  touches 
the  PaflionF,  for  mod  part  of  his  time  exprefled  a 
very  mean,  if  not  contemptible,  Opinion  of  our 
Poet  j  though  at  hit,  efpecially  in  his  Preface  to 
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Du  Frefnoy,  he  declared  in  his  Favour;  and  yet 
even  there  could  not  but  throw  in  fome  Exceptions 
againft  his  Diction.  "  To  exprefs,"  fays  Mr,  Dry- 
den  in  that  PafTage,  "  the  Pafftons,  which  are  feated 
<e  in  the  Heart,  by  outward  Signs,  is  one  great  Pre<- 
"  cept  of  the  Painters,  and  very  difficult  to  per- 
"  form.  In  Poetry  the  very  fame  Paflions  and 
"  Motions  of  the  Mind  are  to  be  exprefied  ;  and 
ic  in  this  confifts  the  principal  Difficulty,  as  well  as 
"  the  Excellency  of  that  Art.  This  (fays  Du  Fref- 
-"  noy)  is  the  Gift  of  Jupiter  ;  and,  to  fpeak  in  the 
•"  fame  heathen  Language,  we  call  it  the  Gift  of  cur 
"  Apollo,  not  to  be  obtained  by  Pains  or  Study, 
"  if  we  are  not  born  to  it.  For  the  Motions, 
**  which  are  ftudied,  are  never  fo  natural  as  thofe 
"  which  break  out  in  the  height  of  a  real  Paflion. 
•*  Mr.  Otway  poflefied  this  Part  as  thoroughly  as1 
<c  any  of  the  Ancients  and  Moderns.  1  will  not  de- 
".  fend  every  thing  in  his  Venice  Preferv'd  ;  but  I 
"  muft  bear  this  Teftimony  to  his  Memory,  that 
**  the  Paffions  are  truly  touched  in  it>  though  per- 
'c  haps  there  is  fomewhat  to  be  defired  both  in  the 
44  Grounds  of  them,  and  in  the  Height  and  Ele- 
'*  gance  of  ExprciHon.  But  Nature  is  there,  which 
**  is  the  greateft  Beauty." 

He  was  undoubtedly  Maderof  the  mod  affecting 
Manner  in  expreffing  the  PafFions,  and  touched 
them  with  great  Skill  and  Delicacy.  1  do  not  know 
of  fuch  another  Inftance  of  this  Force  as  in  the 
Play  of  the  Orphan.  This  Tragedy  is  compofed  of 
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Perfons,  whofe  Fortunes  do  not  exceed  the  Qua- 
lity of  fuch  as  we  ordinarily  call  People  of  Condi- 
tion :  and   without  the  Advantage  of  having  the 
Scene  heightened  by  the  Importance  of  the  Charac- 
ters, his  inimitable  Skill  in  reprefentmg  the  Motions 
ef  the  Heart,  and  its  AfFe&ions,  is  fuch,  that  the 
Circumftances  are  great  from  the  Art  of  the  Poet, 
rather  than  from  the  Fortunes  of  the  Perfons  repre- 
fented.     The  whole  Drama  is  admirably  wrought, 
and    the  Mixture   of  the    Patfions    (raifed    from 
Affinity,   Gratitude,    Love  and  Mifunderftandirig 
Between  Brethren,  Ift-ufage  from  Perfons  oblig'd 
flowly   return'd   by   the    Benefactors,    the  whole 
grounded  upon  very  probable  Miftakes)  keeps  the 
Mind  in  a  continual  Anxiety  and  Contrition.    The 
Sentiments  of  the  unhappy  innocent  Monimia  are 
delicate  and  natural  j  fhe  is  mifefable  without  Guilt, 
but  incapable  of  livin-g  with  a  Confcioufnefs  of 
having  committed  an  ill  Aft,   tho'  her  Inclination 
ha4  no  Part  in  it.    It  was  only  in  Ot  way's  Power,  to 
give  rh€fe  Diftreffes    in    Domeftic   Life,  Weight 
enough  to  move  the  general  Senfe  of  an  Audience. 
And  Mrs.  Barry,  the  celebrated  A&refs,  ufed  to  fay, 
that  in  be*  Part  of  Moftimia  (he  never  fpoke  thefe 
three  Words,    ««  Ah  !    poor  Caftalia  !"    without 
Tears.    Upon  which  occalion  Mr.  Gildon obferves, 
that  all  that  pathetic  Force  had   been   loft,  if  any 
more  Words  had  been  added  ;  and  the  Poet  would 
have  ftriven  in  vain  to  heighten  them  by  the  Addition 
of  Figures  of  Speech,  ftnce  the  Beauty  of  thofe  three 
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plain  fimple  Words  is  fo  great  by  the  Force  of  Nature, 
that  they  muft  have  been  weakened  and  obfcured  by 
the  moft  fhining  Flowers  of  Rhetoric. 

The  Faculty  of  mingling  good  and  bad  Charac- 
ters, and  involving  their  Fortunes,  feems  to  be  the 
diftinguifhing  Excellence  of  this  Writer.  He  very 
well  knew,  that  nothing  but  diftrelTed  Virtue  can 
flrongly  touch  us  with  Pity.  Therefore  in  Venice 
Prefer  v'd,  to  make  us  have  any  manner  of  regard  to 
the  Confpirators,  he  makes  Pierre  talk  of  redreffing 
Wrongs,  and  mention  all  the  Common-place  of 
Mai  econ  tents. 

To  fee  the  Sufferings  of  my  Fellow-Creatures, 
And  own  myfelf  a  Man  :  To  fee  our  Senators 
Cheat  the  deluded  People  with  a  Shew 
Of  Liberty,  which  yet  they  ne'er  muft  tafte  of: 
They  fay  by  them  our  Hands  are  free  from  Fetters* 
Yet  whom  they  pleafe  they  lay  in  bafeft  Bonds  v 
Bring  whom  they  pleafe  to  Infamy  and  Sorrow ; 
Drive  us  like  Wrecks  down  the  rough  Tide  of  Power^ 
Whilft  no  Hold's  left  to  fave  us  from  Deftru&ion. 
All  that  bear  this  are  Villains,  and  I  one, 
Not  to  roufe  up  at  the  great  Call  of  Nature, 
And  check  the  Growth  of  thefe  Domeftic  Spoilers, 
That  make  us  Slaves,  and  tell  us  its  our  Charter. 

JafFeir's  Wants  and  Diflrefles  make  him  prone 
enough  to  any  defperate  Refolution,  yet  fays  he  j 
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But  when  I  think  what  Belvidera  feels, 
The  Bitternefs  her  tender  Spirit  taftes  of, 
I  own  myfelf  a  Coward  :  Bear  my  Weaknefs, 
If  throwing  thus  my  Arms  about  thy  Neck, 
I  play  the  Boy,  and  blubber  in  thy  Bofom. 

Jaffeir's  Expoftulation  afterwards  is  the  Pi&ure 
of  all  who  are  partial  to  their  own  Merit,  and  gene- 
rally think  a  Relifh  of  the  Advantages  of  Life  is 
Pretence  enough  to  enjoy  them. 

Tell  me  why,  good  Heav'n, 
Thou  mad'ft  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  Spirit, 
Afpiring  Thoughts,  and  elegant  Defines 
That  fill  the  happieft  Man  ?  Ah  !  rather  why 
Did  ft  thou  not  form  me  fordid  as  my  Fate, 
Bafe-minded,  dull,  and  fit  to  carry  Burdens  ? 

How  dreadful  is  JafFeir's  Soliloquy,  after  he  is 
engag'd  in  the  Confpiracy. 

I'm  here ;  and  thus  the  Shades  of  Night  around  me, 
I  look  as  if  all  Hell  were  in  my  Heart, 
And  I  in  Hell.     Nay,  furely  'tis  fo  with  me ; — 
For  every  Step  I  tread,  methinks  fome  Fiend 
Knocks  at  my  Bread,  and  bids  it  not  be  quiet. 
I've  heard  how  defperate  Wretches,  like  myfelf, 
Have  wander'd  out  at  this  dead  time  of  Night 
To  meet  the  Foe  of  Mankind  in  his  Walk  : 
.   Sure  I'm  fo  curft,  that,  tho'  of  Heav'n  forfaken, 
No  Minifter  of  Darknefs  cares  to  tempt  me. 
Hell !  Hell !  why  fleepeft  thou  ? 
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In  this  Pfcy.,  ic  -  our  Hearts  by  intro- 

ducing, if  I  may  IP  call  >c,  che  Epifode  of  Belvidera. 
Private  and  public  Calamities  alternately  claim  our 
Concern;  j»nd  fornetimes  ute.are  I'gainft  the  whole 
State  for  .the  .fake  of  one  ditli'eired  Woman,  again 
we  come  to  ourfelves,  and  recover  our  Senfes  in 
behalf  of  a  whole  Ptupic  in  danger.  There  is  not 
a  virtuous Chara^er  in  the  PI  ay  but  that  of  ~Belvldera\ 
and  yrt  fo  wonJerful  is  the  Force  of  the  Author's 
Eloquence  and  Skill  in  mingling  Vices  and  Virtues, 
and  private  wi<h  public  Concerns,  that  the  Ruffian 
on  the  Wheel  is  as  much  the  Objecl  of  Pity,  as  if 
he  had  been  brought  to  that  unhappy  -Fate  for 
fome  biave  Adlion.  I  know  not  but  thefe  loofe 
Hints  may  improve  the  Tafte  of  the  Readers  of  this 
Author,  which  is  the  fmcere  Wifh  of  the  Publifher,; 
for  he  is  fenfible. nothing  can  prevent  the  Sale  of 
Mr.  Otway's  Works,  but  Ignorance  of  his  Excel- 
lencies. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 


CHARLES, 

EARL  of  MIDDLESEX, 


My  LORD, 

AM  fufficiently  fenfible  of  my 
own  Arrogance,  that  being  ajr 
moft  a  Stranger  to  every  thing 
of  you  but  your  Fame,  I  durft  obtnlde  ib 
abjedl  a  Trifle  as  this,  under  the  Patro- 
nage of  fo  eminent  a  Peribn  ;  but  that  gene- 
rous Candour,  wherewith  you  oblige  all  the 
B  2  World, 
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World,  gave  me  courage  to  hope  you  might 
at  leaft  pardon  this  firft  Offence  in  me. 
And  though,  perhaps,  the  bell  Prefents 
of  this  Nature  may  not  be  more  than  or- 
dinary grateful ;  yet  I  have  here  my  Wifhes, 
if  the  Sincerity  of  my  Zeal  may  atone 
for  the  Meannefs  of  the  Offering :  That  is 
the  fartheft  Profpect  I  take,  which,  whilft 
I  have  in  view,  I  dare  not  (though  perhaps 
as  juftly  as  fome  others  have  done  I  might) 
complain  of  the  Cenfures  of  the  World  ; 
,for  fince  I  have  heard  that  your  Lord- 
fhip  proved  indulgent,  I  were  unworthy  of 
the  Favours  you  beftowed,  Ihould  I  be  con- 
cerned at  the  Malice  or  Petulancy  of  thofe, 
who  (alas!)  will  needs  think  it  modifh  to 
be  critical,  but  in  the  mean  while  forget  it 
is  ajs  gentle  to  be  civil.  No,  my  Lord,  it 
is  under  your  Umbrage  only  I  would  court 
Protection,  to  whom  Heaven  has  given  a 
Soul,  whofe  Endowments  are  as  much  above 
Flattery,  as  itfelf  abhors  it  >,  and  which  are 
as  impoflible  to  be  clefcribed,  as  I  am  unable 
to  comprehend  them.  But  as  pooreft  Pil- 
grims., when  they  vifit  Shrines,  will  make 

fome 


DEDICATION. 

fome  Prefents  where  they  kneel :  fo  I  have 
here  brought  mine,  by  yonr  own  Gocd- 
nefs  only  made  worthy  to  be  prefervecl ; 
in  whofe  Defence  I  can  fay  nothing  more, 
than  that  with  it  all  my  beft  Endeavours 
are,  and  ever  mail  be  ready  to  teflify  how 
much  I  am, 


My  L  0  R  D, 

the  mefl  wn$  cf  ywr. 


Servants  and  Admirer  $± 


THO,  OTWAY. 


R   O   L   O    G   U  E, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Harris. 
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NEver  did  Rhymer  greater  Hazard  run 
^Mongjl  us  by  y cur  Severity  undone  : 
*1 ho*  we,  alas  !  to  oblige  you  have  done  mcft, 
Jlnd  bought  ye  Pleafurcs  at  your  own  fad  Coft  ; 
Tet  all  our  beft  Endeavours  have  been  loj}. 
So  oft  a  Statefman  laboring  to  be  good, 
His  Hcnefty^sfor  Treafon  underftood  : 
Whilft  fome  falfe  flattering  Minion  of  the  Court  9 
Shall  play  the  Traitor,  and  be  honoured  for  'f. 
To  you  known  Judges  of  what's  Senfe  and  Wit> 
Our  Author  fwears  he  gladly  will  fubmit : 
But  there's  a  fort  of  Things  infeft  the  Pit, 
That  will  be  witty,  fpite  of  Nature  too, 
slnd  to  be  thought  fo,  haunt  and  pefter  ycu, 
Hither  fcmetimes  thofe  Would-  be-  Wits  repair 
In  fiueft  of  you  ;  where  if  you  net  appear, 

Cries  out Pugh  !  Damn  me,  what  do  ive  do  here  ? 

Strait  up  he  ft  arts,  his  Garniture  then  puts 

In  order,  fo  he  cocks,  and  out  he  ftruts 

To  tJS  •Cojfe.e-boitfe,  where  he  aboi;t  him  looks  ; 

Spies  Friend,  cries  Jack — P've  been  to  Night  at  th1  Duke^s  « 

They^Jilly  Rogues,  are  allundcne,  my  Dear, 

1  gad  !  not  ons  of  Sznfe  that  I  Jaw  there. 

Thus 
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Tkut  to  himfelf  ke*d  Reputation  gather 
QfWit,  and  good  Acquaintance,  but  has  neither* * 
Wit  has  indeed  a  Stranger  been  of  late, 
'Mongft  its  Pretendtrs  nought  fo  ftrange  as  that. 
Both  Houfes  tco  too  Icng  a  Fajt  have  known, 
That  coarfeft  Nonfenfe  goes  moft  glibly  dc^wn, 
Thus  tbc^  this  Trifer  never  wrote  before, 
Tet  faith  he  ventured  on  the  common  Score  : 
Since  Nonfenfe  is  fo  generally  allon^d, 
He  hopes  that  If  is  may  pafs  among/I  the  Croud, 


J*  4  Dramat^ 


Dramatis  Perfbnse. 

MEN. 

i 

Agis,  Mr.  Medium. 

Aldbiades,  General  of  Athens,  but  fled  "J 

thence  in  Difcontent,  and  made  Gene-  >  Mr.  Betterton, 

ral  of  Sparta,  betrothed  to  Timandra,  J 
*l'ij()aphernes ,  the  old  General  of  Sparta,     Mr.  Sanford. 
Patrwlus,  his  Son,  Friend  to  Aldbiades,     Mr.  Crofiy. 
Tberamnes,  the  now  Athenian  General,  7  ^r  ffarr-f 

in  love  with  ^imandra,  J 

PoJyndus,   a  young   Noble   of  Athens,  ?  »»     ^. 
his  Friend,  J 

WOMEN. 


D«A«/4,  Qjiecn  of  5/^,  in  love?  M 
with  Alabiades,  J 

finandra,  a  noble  Atlsnian  Lady,  be- 

.  -»    .7. 

trothed  to  Atctbi 


Draxilla,  Sifter  to  Alcibiades,  and  her  7 

Friend,  J 

^r^//^,  Lady  of  Honour  to  the  Queen  ?  Mrgj  G///<;Wt 

of  Sparta,  i 

Priefts  and  PrieflefTes  of  Hymen,  Spirits,  Guards,  Meffcn-.- 
gers,  Villains,  Ladies,  &c. 


A  L  C  I  B  I  A  D  E  S. 


ACT    I.      SCENE   I. 
SCENE,  A  Palace. 

Enter  TIMANDRA  and  D  8.  A  x  i  L  L  A. 
Shouts  without,  Vberamnes  !  Fheramnes  !  tfherammi  / 
Enter  a  SERVANT, 
riMANDRA. 
mean  thefe  Shouts  ?  —  - 
SERVANT. 

Oh  all  your  Hopes  are  crotf  , 
Tlie  Gallant  Aldbiades  is  loft. 


TIMANDRA. 


Hah  ! 


i  -  ^^rhen  lad  Night  the  Youth  of  Athens  late 
Rofe  up  the  Orgia  to  celebrate, 
The  Bacchanals,  all  hot  and  drunk  with  Wine, 
He  led  to  the  Almighty  Thund'rer's  Shrine, 
And  there  his  Image  feated  on  a  Throne 
They  violently  took,  and  tumbled  down  : 
This  Opportunity  Theramnes  got 
To  furjplant  him,  and  his  own  Ends  promote  i 
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For  by  the  Senate  he  was  doom'd  to  bleed, 
And  that  his  Rival  fhou'd  in  all  fucceed. 
But  he,  the  threatning  Danger  to  evade, 
Is  to  the  Spartan  Camp  for  Refuge  fled  : 
And  now,  by  Order  from  the  Senate,  all 
With  Shouts  proclaim  Tberamncs  General. 

r 'I  HAND  RA. 

But  is  he  fled  ?  Has  he  fo  meanly  done, 
To  leave  me  to  be  wretched  here  alone  ? 
Is  this  thy  plighted  Faith,  is  this  thy  Truth  ! 
Oh  too  unkind,  falfe,  and  unconilant  Youth  !  [Ex.  Serv, 

DRAXILLA. 

Madam,  believe  not  but  my  Brother's  juft, 
You  wrong  his  Honour  by  this  mean  Diftruft  ; 
Think  you  that  Drftance  can  his  Love  rebate  ? 

riMAN  D  RA. 

Thy  young  Experience  never  felt  the  Weight 
Of  Lovers  Fears ;  if  juft,  he'll  eafily 
Excufe  that  Love,  that  breeds  this  Jealoufy. 

D  RAXILLA.. 
But,  Madam,  for  thefe  Doubts  no  Grounds  you  havet 

T1MANDRA. 

Alas !  go  afk  of  Mad-men  why  they  rave. 
\Vhat  more  could  Fate  do  to  augment  my  Woe  ? 
3  love,  am  mad,  and  know  not  what  I  do. 

I,  who  before  had  nothing  in  my  Eyes 
But  Love  and  Glory  growing  to  Delight ; 

Like  Chymifts  waiting  for  their  Labours  Prize, 
My  Hopes  are  dam'd  and  ruin'd  in  their  Height. , 

&  R  AXILLA. 
Ala?,  we  but  with  weak  Intelligence 
Read  Heaven's  Decrees;  th'are  writ  in  Myilic  Senfe, 
For  were  they  open  laid  to  mortal  Eyes, 
Men  would  be  Gods,  or  they  no  Deities. 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  the  wifer  Pow'rs  thought  fit  this  way 
To  give  your  growing  Happinefs  Allay ; 
Left  fhould  it  in  its  high  Perfe&ion  come, 
Your  Soul  for  the  Reception  might  want  room. 

TIMANDRA. 

Thy  Reafons,  kind  Draxilla,  weakly  move : 
What  Woman  e'ercomplain'd  of  too  much  Love  ? 
No,  had  I  naked  to  the  World  been  left, 
Of  Honour  and  its  gaudy  Plumes  bereft, 
Yet  all  thefe  I  with  Gladnefs  could  refign, 
So  Alciliades  had  ftill  been  mine  : 
But  he  remov'd,  what  can  they  give  alone  ? 
What  is  the  Cafket  when  the  Jewel's  gone  ? 

D  RAXIL  L  A. 

Madam,  if  he  be  gone,  'tis  to  obtain 
A  nobler  Luflre,  and  return  again  : 
Think  you  his  great  Soul  could  with  Patience  fee 
His  rifled  Honours  heap'd  on's  Enemy  ; 
And  not  his  Rage  have  grown  to  that  Excefs, 
As  mud  have  ruin'd  all  your  Happinefs  ? 
But  he  withdrew,  and  like  a  zealous  Hermit  did  forgo 
Thofe  little  Toys,  to  gain  a  Heav'n  in  you. 

TIMANDRA. 

That  Zeal  mult  needs  be  very  weak  and  faint, 
That  lets  the  Votary  forfake  his  Saint ; 
No,  he  is  happy  in  fome  other  Flame, 
And  from  his  b'reaft  has  blotted  out  my  Name : 
So  that  there  nothing  more  remains  for  me 
But  a  kind  Death,  or  a  long  Mifery. 
But  Death  alone's  th'  unhappy  Lover's  Eafe, 
That  feals  up  to  us  an  eternal  Peace  ; 
By  that  our  Souls  to  endlefs  Pleafures  move, 
And  we  enjoy  an  everlafling  Love. 
Yet  e'er  T  die,  as  die  I  feel  i  muft, 
To  Aicibiades  I  would  be  juft  ; 

B  6 
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Fain  wou'd  I  let  him  know  how  I  refign 
All  in  him,  that  his  pad  Vows  had  made  mine  ? 
Then  to  its  Seat  in  Peace  my  Soul  mould  fly, 
And  calmly  at  my  Lover's  Feet  I'd  die. 
Draxilla,  for  thy  Friend,  what  couldft  thou  do  ? 

D  RAXI  L  LA. 

Madam,  I  could  do  any  thing  for  you  ; 
I  know  not  what  you'd  afk  me  I'd  deny, 
Except  that  cruel  thing,  to  fee  you  die. 
TIM  AND  RA. 

Some  fafe  Difguifes  for  us  then  provide, 
From  watchful  Eyes  our  fudden  Flight  to  hide  ; 
Hence  to  the  Spartan  Camp  I'll  forthwith  move, 
Borne  on  the  Wings  of  Jealoufy  and  Love  : 
For  I'm  refolv'd  to  know  the  worft  of  Fate  ; 
J  wou'd  be  bleft  ;  can  be  unfortunate; 
Since  'tis  the  only  thing  of  Heav'n  I  crave, 
To  meet  a  faithful  Lover,  or  a  Grave. 

THERAMNES  at  the  Door. 
THERAMNES. 

»    '•        Stay,  kind  Polyndus,  here, 

Whilrt  I  go  pay  my  juit  Devotion  there  :  [Stepping  to  Ti»i 

vcee,  fairert  Queen  of  Love  and  Beauty,  here 

Your  faithfulleil  and  humblell  Worlhipper, 

\Vho  comes  to  offer  up  a  Sacrifice 

To  thofe  eternal  Glories  of  your  Eyes  ; 

It  is  a  Heart  as  fpotlefs  and  fincere, 

As  the  chaftc  Vows  of  holy  Veftals  are  ; 

Accept,  divine  one,  and  pronounce  my  Doom. 


Are  you,  my  Lord,  to  mock  my  Sorrows  come  ? 
THE  R4MNES. 

No,  (guided  by  my  Love)  I  humbly  came 
To  pay  my  Duty,  and  prefent  my  Flame. 
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TI HAND  RA. 
What  Flame  or  Duty  can  you  owe  to  me  ? 

THE  RAM  N  E  S. 
Next  what  the  Holy  to  the  Deity, 
When  they  for  Blefiings  at  the  Altars  move  ; 
'Tis  Adoration,  Madam,  join'd  with  Love. 

r  I M  A  N  D  R  A. 

Love  !  I  thought  that  had  been  e'er  this  o'er-blovvn  » 
I'm  fure  it  had  fmall  Hopes  to  live  upon. 

THERAMNES. 

That  Love,  which  only  tedious  Hopes  fuftain, 
Is  a  dull,  eafy,  and  ignoble  Pain  : 
Mine's  an  enliv'ning  and  tranfporting  Fire, 
\Vhofe  Flames  increafe,  and  Hill  are  piercing  higher, 

TIMANDRA. 

Yes,  as  from  Piles  fome  wilder  Flames  efTay 
To  mount,  but  baffled  part  in  Fumes  away ; 
So  all  that  Love,  you  now  fo  ftrongly  boaft, 
Sever'd  from  Hope,  in  a  weak  Vapour's  loit. 
But  you  too  urgent  in  your  Suit  appear. 

THE  RAMN E  S. 
Oh  what's  too  urgent  for  a  Joy  fo  dear ! 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

Since  then  you  Conltancy  fo  firmly  vow, 
Worthy  Thera?nncs,  here  I  do  fo  too.       [Gives  her  band, 

THE  RAM  N  E  S. 
Thus  when  the  Storms  of  Love  are  over-paft, 
We  gain  the  wimt-for  Port  of  Blifs  at  lad. 

I  ne'er  could  doubt [Ktffes  her  hand. 

riMANDRA. 

Then  know  I  ne'er  can  ceafe 

From  my  vovv'd  Love  to  Alcibiadet. 

THE  RAM  N  E  S. 
I'm  loft,  and  all  thofe  Joys  I  faw  fo  near, 
Vanifh,  and  leave  me  wandring  in  Defpair : 

Thus, 
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Thus,  Madam,  barb'rous  Cruelty  y'ave  ihown, 
Raifmg  me  up  only  to  throw  me  down. 

riMANDRA. 

Not  to  deceive  you,  I  (Tber-amnes)  know 
How  much  I  am  oblig'd  t'your  Love  and  you. 
Since  you  fuch  ample  Kindnefs  did  exprefs, 
In  favour  of  my  Alcibiades  ; 
How  poorly  did  you  envy  the  Efteem 
I  for  his  matchlefs  Virtues  had,  and  him ! 
When  finding  him  abandoned  by  the  State, 
You  to  advance  your  Int'reft,  did  create 
New  Feuds, — • — — 

As  if  my  Love  were  balanc'd  by  his  Fate : 
No,  he  had  nobler  Charms  my  Breaft  to  move, 
Unblemim'd  Honour,  and  a  fpotlefs  Love  ; 
Which  tho'  perhaps  now  know  another  Flame, 
Yet  I  have  Love  and  Paflion  for  their  Name. 

THERAMNES. 
Am  I  then  of  all  Hopes  of  Blifs  debarr'd  ? 
Oh  too  foft  Charms  fway'd  by  a  Heart  too  hard ! 

riMANDRA. 

Y'are  fomething  difcompos'd,  Sir,  I  perceive, 
And  'tis  but  Modefty  to  take  my  Leave. 
THERAMNES. 
Oh  flay,  and  pity  a  poor  Lover's  Fate  ! 

TIMANDRA. 
If  Pity,  Sir,  is  all  you  afk,  take  that. 
THERAMNES. 

Heaven*,  can  ftie  at  thofe  Chains  ihe  gave  me  feoff! 
TIMANDRA. 

You  at  your  Pieafure,  Sir,  may  fliake  'em  off. 

[Exeunt  Tim, 


'Enter 
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Enter  POL YNDUS. 
P  OLTND  US. 
How  fares  my  nobleft  Friend  ? 

THERAMNES. 

• As  thofe  who  are 

Tott'ring  upon  the  Brinks  of  dire  Defpair  5 
Help  and  retrieve  me  with  th'  aflifting  Hand, 
Love  thruils  me  forward,  and  I  cannot  Hand. 

POLTNDUS. 
Then,  Sir,  turn  back,  and  Face  your  driving  Foe. 

THE  RA  M  NE  S. 
Alas !  what  can  a  fetter'd  Captive  do  ? 
The  more  I  ftrive,  the  falter  1  am  bound, 
As  ign'rant  Swimmers  are  with  ftruggling  drown'd. 

P  O  LTND  US. 
tfimandra  furely  can't  in  Honour  lefs, 
Than  crown  your  Love  with  profperous  Succefs ; 
When  me  believes  (as  certainly  (he  muft) 
That  Alcibiades  is  prov'd  unjuft. 

THE  RAMNE  S. 

Alas,  me  loves  him  with  much  greater  Flame, 
And  pays  Devotion  to  his  very  Name  ; 
Diftance  adds  to  their  Loves  a  Violence, 
And  their  Souls  hold  from  far  Intelligence. 
Thus  my  miftaking  Policy  out-runs 
My  Fate ;  and  I'm  by  my  own  Plots  undone. 

P  O  LTND  US. 

Why  do  you  let  your  Soul  be  fo  oppreft  ? 
'Tis  Patience  bed  befits  a  gallant  Breaft. 

7  HE  R  AMN E  S. 

Patience  !  What's  that  ?  the  Miftrefs  of  tame  Fools  5 
That  can  in  nothing  elfe  employ  their  Souls : 
No  ;  fince,  Timandra,  thou  canft  difapprove 
My  juft  Flame,  for  an  abfent  Rival's  Love, 
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I'll  find  that  Rival  out,  and  fnatch  his  Breath, 
Tho'  ev'ry  Step  I  tread  encounter  Death. 

POLTNDUS. 

Now,  Sir,  y'are  brave 

Already  you've  difarm'd  Ttmandra's  Charms, 
Methinks  I  fee  you  rev'ling  in  her  Arms ! 
Let's  then  o'th'  Wings  of  Love  and  Honour  fly 
To  th'  Field,  and  meet  th'  infulting  Enemy; 
Where  thro'  the  Paths  of  Death  and  Blood  we'll  go 
To  meet  your  Rival,  and  his  Country's  Foe: 
There  the  Remembrance  of  Timandrcfs  Charms, 

•all  add  frefh  Courage  to  your  conqu'ring  Arms, 
.but  if  Fate  the  Succefs  fo  order  mall, 
That  by  your  Rival's  Sword  you  chance  to  fall : 
1  then  (as  Honour  jufUy  will  command) 

Tnfpir'd  by  Friendship  and  Timandra's  Name, 
Will  bravely  Hem  him,  and  with  this  bold  Hand 

Revenge  or  fall  a  Victim  to  your  Flame. 

THERAMNES. 

Oh  noble  generous  Youth  !  whofe  tender  Years 
Such  gallant  Courage  and  fuch  Honour  wear  ! 
How  can  my  Aims  but  in  my  Wimes  end,  [Embraces  bitn, 
That  have  fo  worthy  and  fo  fyrave  a  Friend  ? 
Come,  my  Pclyqetus 

P  0  LTN  D  US. 

< On  my  Friend  I'll  wait, 

Thro'  all  the  Labyrinths  of  Love  and  Fate.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.  T&e  Tent  of  a  Pavillion  Royal ;  the 
KING  and  QUEEN  of  Sparta,  ALCIBIADES,  TISSA- 
PHERNES,  PATROCLUS,  Guards,  Ladies,  &c. 

KING. 

Now  mull  proud  Atktn*  lay  her  Triumphs  down, 
And  pay  her  Glory's  Tribute  to  my  Crown : 


A  L  C  I  B  I  A  D  £  S.  f  £ 

No  more  mail  ftupid  Greece  her  Fetters  wear, 
Nor  make  difadvantageous  Peace  for  fear ; 
But  me  herfelf  muft  in  Subjection  come, 
And  humbly  at  my  Feet  expect  her  Doom, 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Yes,  Sir  ;  all  Glories  muft,  when  yours  break  forth, 
Go  out,  and  lofe  their  Beauty,  and  their  Worth ; 
And  like  falfe  Angels  vanifh  and  be  gone, 
Dreading  thofe  Shapes  they  durft  before  put  on. 

P  ATRO  C  L  US. 

Athens,  the  World's  great  Miftrefs,  will  not  be 
Courted  with  low  and  vulgar  Gallantry  ; 
Her  Glory  aims  at  higher  Characters, 
Than  heavy  Gown-men  clad  in  formal  Furs : 
Who  wins  her,  Deeds  'bove  common  Fate  muft  do ;    -* 
And  fo  Ihe's  only  Miftrefs  fit  for  you.  / 

KING.  f 

Yes !  And  I  only  will  enjoy  her  too.  J 

Butnoble  generous  Youth,  thou  haft  alone  [To  Alclbiades, 
Things  worthy  the  Athenian  Honour  done  : 
Thou  like  a  tow'ring  Kagle  foar'd'ft  above 
That  lower  Orb  in  which  they  faintly  move ; 
A  Flight  too  high  for  their  dull  Souls  too  ufe, 
Which  prompted  'em  that  Honour  to  abufe; 
Thinking  their  Bafenefs  they  might  palliate, 
With  the  dark  Cloud  of  Policy  and  State. 
But  let  them  that  black  Myftery  purfue, 
By  Worth  and  Honour  Empires  greateft  grow  j 
Which  when  abus'd,  their  Glory  does  fupprefs, 
As  reversed  Profpects  make  the  Objects  lefs. 

AL  C  I B  I  AD  E  S. 

Yours,  Sir,  like  Heaven's  great  Soul,  is  general ; 
Difpermng  its  kind  influence  on  all. 
This  makes  Succefs  and  Victory  repair, 
To  move  with  you  as  in  their  proper  Sphere  ; 
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As  fragrant  Dews  leave  the  corrupter  Earth, 
Exhal'd  by  the  Sun,  from  whom  they  have  their  Birth. 

KING. 

The  Truth  of  that  we  by  your  Laurels  know, 
Conquelt  your  Arms,  Triumph  ftill  waits  your  Brow  *9 
By  your  Succefs  th'  Athenian  Greatnefs  rofe, 
Your  Courage  fcatter'd  their  infulting  Foes ; 
And  from  that  Height  to  which  by  you-  they're  grown/ 
Tis  your  Succefs  alone  muft  throw  them  down. 
Thus  have  we  made  you  Gen'ral  of  our  Force  ; 
And  all  thofe  Honours  you  were  robb'd  of  there, 
We'll  make  our  Study  to  redouble  here. 

riSSAPHERNE  S. 

And  I  (if  that  my  Malice  tell  me  true) 
As  diligently  mail  his  Plagues  purfue.  [AjtJt, 

ALCIB  IADES. 

Of  all  my  Courage  or  my  Sword  mail  do, 
J  the  Succefs  muft  to  your  Virtue  owe, 
The  Honour  and  the  Juftice  of  your  Caufe 
So  glorious  are,  Fate  muft  from  them  take  Laws « 
So  you  o'er  Athens  this  advantage  have, 
You  Fortune  rule,  to  whom  fhe's  but  a  Slave. 

KING. 

Enjoy,  my  Fiflapbernes,  now  thy  Eafe, 
And  plant  frem  Laurels  in  the  Shades  of  Peace. 
The  Glories  thou  haft  won  fo  num'rous  are, 
They  feem  as  many  as  thy  Age  can  bear. 
But  if  thy  Spacious  Soul  thou  canft  confine 
Within  this  narrow  Manfion  of  mine, 
Ee  this  the  utmofh  of  thy  Wiflies  bound, 
Poflefs  his  grateful  Heart,' whofe  Head  th'il  crown'd. 

<TIS  S  4PHZRNE  S. 

Heav'n  knows  my  Age  does  feel  no  (harper  Sting> 
TJian  to  want  Power  to  ferve  fo  good  a  King. 
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But  fmce  Time  tells  me  that  my  Glafs  is  run, 
Setting  me  backward  where  I  firft  begun  ; 
Since  no  way  elfe  they  can  their  Duty  mow, 
I'll  only  employ  my  Hands  to  Heaven  for  you  : 
And  what  my  Sword  can't,  may  Devotion  do. 

KING. 

How  truly  he  a  glorious  Monarch  is, 
That's  crown'd  with  Bleiiings  fo  fubiime  as  thefe! 
How  can  I  but  in  all  things  happy  be, 
Propt  by  fuch  Courage  and  fuch  Fiety  ? 
To  me,  with  Gods,  Similitude  is  giv'n  ; 
Tis  Power  and  Virtue  that  fupports  their  Heaven. 
Our  Royal  Standard  to  the  City  bear, 
T'alarm  it  to  Obedience,  or  to  War. 
To-morrow  mult  decide  th'  Athenian  Fate,    }  Exeunt  all 
This  Day  to  Joy  and  Eafe  we'll  confecrate,  J     but  Tif. 

TISS  AP  HERNE  S. 

Ungrateful  King  !  thy  mallow  Aims  purfue  ; 
But,  my  brifk  upftart  ^vourite,  have  at  you. 
Was  it  for  this  my  adlive  Youth  I  fpent 
In  War  ?  and  knew  no  Dwelling  but  a  Tent ! 
Have  I  for  this  thro'  invious  Mountains  paft  ? 
Demolifh'd  Cities,  and  laid  Kingdoms  waile  ? 
Still  in  his  Caufe  unweary'd  Courage  mown  ? 
And  almoft  hid  his  Head  in  Crowns  I  won  ? 
Upon  my  Bread  receiv'd  fo  many  Scars, 
They  feem  a  War  defcrib'd  in  Characters  ? 
And  muft  the  Harveft  of  my  Toil  and  Blood, 
Upon  a  fawning  Rebel  be  beftow'd  ? 
*W  ho  having  falfe  to  his  own  Country  been, 
Comes  here  to  play  his  Treafons  o'er  again  ? 
Muft  he  at  laft  tumble  my  Trophies  down, 
And  revel  in  the  Glories  I  have  won  ? 
Whilft  from  my  Honours  they  me  difengage, 
With  a  dull  Compliment  to  feeble  Age. 

What 
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What  ails  this  hardy  Hand,  that  yet  it  fhou'd 
Tremble  at  Death,  or  flart  at  reeking  Blood  ? 
Methinks  thisDagger  I  as  firmly  hold,  [Draws  a  Dagger. 
And  with  a  Strength  as  refolute  and  bold, 
As  he  who  kindly  would  its  Point  impart, 
A  Prefent  to  an  envy'd  Favourite's  Heart ; 
And  1,  fond  Youth,  will  try  to  work  thy  Fall, 
Tho'  with  my  own  I  crown  thy  Funeral. 
Envy  and  Malice  from  your  JVJanfions  fiee, 
Relign  your  Horror  and  your  Snakes  to  me  : 
For  I'll  act  Mifchiefs  yet  to  you  unknown  ; 
Nay,  you  ihall  all  be  Saints  when  I  come  down. 


CT 
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A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE,  A  Grove  adjoining  to  the  Spartan  Camp. 

Enter  T  i  M  A  N  D  R  A  and  D  R  AX  i  L  L  A. 

TIM  AND  RJ. 

WEI  AT  uncouth  Roads  affliaed  Lovers  pafs  ! 
How  ftrange,  prepoft'rous  Steps  their  Sorrows 
Oh,  Ahibiades,  if  thou  art  juft,  [trace! 

Forgive  th'  Excefs  of  Love  that  bred  Diftruft, 
Driven  by  that,  difguis'd  I  hither  came, 
Yet  here  and  ev'ry  where  my  Grief's  the  fame. 
But  kind  Draxillas  Friendfhip  can  difpel 
The  thickeft  Clouds  that  on  fad  Bofoms  dwell  ; 
That  does  alleviate  my  Griefs,  and  give 
My  weary  'd  Soul  a  foft  and  kind  Reprieve  ; 
V/hich  ever  to  forget  would  be  as  hard, 
And  as  impoflible,  as  to  reward. 

DRAXILL  A. 

The  ferving  you,  my  Happinefs  fecures, 
Pm  only  fomething  by  my  being  yours  ; 
Since  equally  with  yours,  my  Hopes  were  croftj 
When  in  your  Lover  1  a  Brother  loft  ; 
Then  like  an  Orphan,  deflitute  and  bare 
Of  all,  but  Mifery  and  fad  Defpair, 
Your  Kindnefs  gave  my  yielding  Spirits  Reft, 
And  rais'd  me  to  a  Dwelling  in  your  Breaft  : 
Then  ought  I  not,  in  all,  my  Soul  refign, 
To  eafe  her  Griefs  that  kindly  pity'd  mine  ? 
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riMANDR  A. 
In  that  I  did  what  Honour  urg'd  me  to, 

D  RAXI L  LA. 
And  Honour  tells  me  Gratitude  is  due* 

TIM  AN  D  R  A. 

But  how  grows  Gratitude  to  that  degree, 
To  be  afflicted  thus  and  weep  for  me  f 

DRAXILLA. 

Alas !  that  is  the  leafl  that  I  could  do  ; 
To  our  worft  Enemies  our  Tears  we  owe. 
Friendship  to  fuch  a  noble  Height  mould  rife, 
As  their  Devotion  does  in  Sacrifice, 
Who  think  they  mew  a  Zeal  remifs  and  fmall, 
Except  themfelves  as  nobler  Victims  fall. 
With  as  great  Courage  could  1  for  you  die, 
And  my  triumphant  Soul  to  Heaven  mould  fly  ; 
There  I  again  my  Friendfhip  would  renew, 
And  lay  up  chiefeft  Joys  in  ftore  for  you. 

riMANDRA. 

Whatvaft  and  boundlefs  I7lights  doesFriendihip  take! 
Beyond  what  Search  can  fee,  or  Fancy  track  ? 
'Tis  the  Improvement  of  the  Part  Divine, 
When  Souls  in  their  feraphic  Tranfports  join  ; 
In  Souls  united,  fo  we  Friendfhip  fee, 
As  many  Glories  make  a  Deity. 

Enter  ALCIBIADES  from  the  back  fart  of  the  Scenes, 
DRAXIL  LA. 

Madam,  yonder  he  comes  who  muft  retrieve 
Your  drooping  Hopes,  and  your  faint  Joys  revive. 

riMANDRA. 
My  Alciliades  !  how  I  begin 
To  think  my  mifpLic'd  Jealoufy  did  fin  ! 
Go  meet  him,  feem  all  troubled  and  in  Tears, 
And  with  the  Tale  I  taught  thee  wound  Ins  Ears : 

Mean 
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Mean  while  I  will  withdraw  myfelf  this  way, 
Nor  would  my  fwelling  Paflions  let  me  flay. 

[Goes  to  the  Door, 

ALCIBIADES. 

What  airy  Vifions  o'er  my  Eyes  there  move, 
jl/ike  the  good  Genius  of  an  abfent  Love  ! 
Where-e'er  I  turn  me,  I  methinks  efpy 
^TimandrcC %  Image  foftly  gliding  by. 
Such  fond  Ambition  Love  his  Slaves  does  teach, 
To  make  'em  fancy  what  they  cannot  reach. 
For  Oh,  Divine  One  ! 

How  fickly  Joys,  Honour  and  Greatnefs  grant, 
When  thee  the  Glory  of  my  Soul  I  want  1 

D  RAXILLA. 

My  Lord  ! 

AL  C  I JB  IAD  E  S. 

Guard  me,  ye  Pow'rs  !  Draxilla  here, 

,And  weeping  too  !   Oh  my  prophetic  Fear  ! 
What  is't  your  coining  here  would  feem  to  tell^ 
MeJate,  oh,  quickly,  is  my  Princefs  well? 

DRAXILLA. 

Oh  Sir  ?  In  that  unhappy  fatal  Night, 
When  to  the  Spartan  Camp  you  took  your  Flight, 
When  by  the  cruel  Senate  you  were  drove, 
Both  to  forfake  your  Country  and  your  Love ; 
y'imandra,  and  myfelf,  as  we  v/ere  fat 
]n  her  Apartment,  grieving  for  your  Fate  ; 
No  fooner,  with  fad  Jealoufies  oppreit, 
Her  wearied  Soul  in  Sleep  fought  after  Reft, 
JJut  Grief  new  Scenes  of  iMifery  brought  in, 
And  play'd  in  Dreams  its  Horrors  o'er  again  : 
Sometimes  her  tender  .Arms  (he'd  forward  ftretch, 
Then  fiercely  at  the  empty  Air  would  catch: 
Weary'd  with  Grief,  me  then  would  milder  be, 
And  in  a  hollow  Sigh  fend  out,  Ah  me  I 

At 


At  laft  me  rofe,  and  'bout  the  Chamber  vvalkt ; 
Sometimes  me  ftarted,  then  itood  ftill  and  talkt  I 
Anon  repeat  fome  fhort  and  pithy  Pray'r ; 
Again  grow  wild,  and  tear  her  precious  Hair : 
Till  having  fo  wrought  Sorrow  to  that  Height, 
That  her  Soul  grew  too  tender  for  the  Weight ; 
Ere  I  my  Courage  could  colleft,  to  go 
And  give  a  Hindrance  to  the  fatal  Blow, 
She  with  her  Dagger  flabb'd  herfelf,  and  faid, 
Thus  dy'd  Timandra,  that  unhappy  Maid. 

AL  C  I B  IADES. 

Ye  Gods !  Is't  thus  your  Juftice  you  difpenfe, 
To  lay  th'  Reward  of  Guilt  on  Innocence  ? 
What  tho'  thefe  facrilegious  Hands  have  thrown 
Your  Images,  thofe  pageant  Glories,  down  1 
Muft  you  Revenge  on  her  I  lov'd  transfer  ? 
You  might  have  plagu'd  me,  fo  y'ad  pity'd  her. 
But  thus  I'll  fend  my  Soul,  where  it  may  tell 
She  lov'd  too  raihly,  but  not  lov'd  too  well : 

[Offers  to  fall  on  bis  Sword,  but  is  hinder  d  by  Draxilla, 
Oh  Sifter !  do  not  hinder  me  my  Death  ; 
Sighs  are  the  o.nly  Ufe  I've  left  of  Breath  : 
One  Blow  will  put  an  end  to  Grief  and  me. 

Enter  T  i  M  A  N  D  R  A. 

r IMAND  RA. 
That,  Sir,  you  mult  not  do,  nor  muft  I  fee. 

[Alcibiades/^m, 

Why  fly  you  back  ?  Nay,  if  you  fhun  me  now, 
I  mall  grow  apt  to  think  my  Fears  too  true. 

AL  C  I B  IAD  E  S. 

Oh  Heavens !  does  then  my  dear  Timandra  live  ! 
The  Joy's  too  mighty  for  me  to  receive  ; 
Th>>  was  the  greateft  Blifs  Heaven  had  to  give. 
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How  raihly  did  my  impious  Rage  profane 

Your  Goodnefs  !  Oh  but  wafh  away  that  Stain, 

Then  I  with  Vidlims  will  your  Altars  load, 

And  have  a  Sacrifice  for  ev'ry  God  : 

Till  by  thofe  holy  Fires  this  black  Offence 

Be  purg'd,  and  purify'd  to  Innocence. 

But,  Deareft,  how  could  you  fo  cruel  be, 

To  let  fuch  Blifs  be  drefs'd  in  Mifery  ? 

To  tell  me  you  were  dead  ! 

How  could  you  think  but  th*  Horror  of  that  Breath 

Mufl  damp  my  Soul,  and  chill  me  into  Death  ? 

r  I  MA  ND  RA. 

Alas !  my  Fears  could  find  out  no  Relief, 
But  thus  t'aflault  you  in  the  Garb  of  Grief; 
This  Trial  of  your  Faith  my  Joy  fecures, 
As  Thunder  umers  in  refrefhing  Show'rs. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Let  us  no  longer  then  to  Doubts  give  way, 
But  hafte  to  th'  Confummation  of  our  Joy  ; 
So,  with  our  bright  united  Flames,  difpel 
Thofe  anxious  Mifts  that  on  our  Bofoms  dwell, 
Being  of  no  other  Jealoufy  pofTeil, 
But  which  iliall  kindeit  prove,  and  love  the  bell. 

riMANDRA. 

And  when  our  faithful,  happy  Hearts  fiiall  be 
Firmer  united  by  that  facred  Tie, 
How  in  an  endlefs  Road  of  Blifs  we'll  move, 
Steering  our  Motions  by  our  perfecl:  Love  ! 
There  we  with  Pleafure  will  recount  each  Wee, 
Which  we  have  pafs'd,  and  others  undergo. 
rJ  here  we'll  reflect  o'th'  various  Hopes  and  Fears, 
T  he  mournful  bighs  and  the  impatient  Tears 
Of  dillreft  Lovers,  whilit  we'll  kindly  thence,  J 

Thro*  a  ftrange  myftical  Intelligence,  C 

Give  'em  RedreiTes  by  our  Influence.  } 

VQL.I.  C  Till 


26  A  L  C  I  B  I   A  P  E  S, 

Till  fo,  by  ours 

Their  full  grown  Joys  receive  a  happy  Birth, 

As  Planets  in  their  kind  Conjunctions  blefs  the  Earth. 

ALC  I B  IAD  E  S. 
Then,  my  Timtoaim^  to  our  Blifs  let's  fly, 
There's  but  one  iVJinute  more  to  Ecftacy.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  QJJ  E  E  N  and  A  k  D  E  L  L  A. 

$JJ  E  E  N. 

Oh  my  Arddla,  whither  (hall  I  turn  ? 
I'm  all  o'er  Flame,  in  ev'ry  Part  I  burn. 

ARDE  LLA. 

Your  Majefty • 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

— Fool,  Majefty  !  what's  that? 
Th'  iil-natur'd  Pageant  iVJockery  of  Fate  ; 
'When  her  migrateful  fportive  Pow'r  fhe'd  fhow, 

Railing  us  pigh — 

To  bar  us  of  the  Benefits  below. 

But  I'll  her  fervile  Policy  clefpife, 

And  make  her  ftoop  to  Love's  great  Victories. 

Th'  Almighty  Pow'r  of  Heav'n  came  down  from  thence, 

To  tafte  the  Sweets  of  am'rous  Excellence  : 

Why  then  mould  Princes,  that  are  Gods  below, 

Think  that  a  Sin  which  Heav'n  is  proud  to  do  ? 

ARD  ELLA. 

But,  Madam,  is  it  not  a  cruel  thing 
T'abufe  a  loving  Hufband,  and  kind  King  ? 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Pull  Girl,  thou  krow'il  not  what  a  Hufband  is ; 
Alas,  they  never  reach  the  Height  of  Blifs, 
But  ignorantly  with  Love's  Magick  play, 
Till  they  raife  Spirits  thy  want  Pow'r  to  lay. 
In  that  brave  Aldbiades  there  fwarm 
So  many  Graces,  he's  all  over  Charm  ; 

Such 
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Such  killing  Airs  in  each  part  of  him  move, 
His  Brows  dart  Majefty,  and  his  Eyes  Love : 
Oh  my  Ardella,  \  am  loft  in  Thought ! 
\  fain  would  have  thee yet  'tis  falfe,  I'd  not. 

A  R  D  E  L  L  A. 

Madam,  your  Royal  Pleafure  but  relate, 
I'll  be  as  faithful,  and  as  firm  as  Fate. 

$JJ  E  E  N. 

Art  thou  then  fkilful  in  Love's  fubtle  Arts, 
Cunningly  to  lay  Ambufcades  for  Hearts  ? 
Canft  thou  exprefs  a  melting  kind  Deiire, 
And  give  a  feeling  Draught  of  Love's  foft  Fire  ? 

A  R  D  E  L  L  A. 

Madam,  fo  fubt'ly  I'll  his  Heart  betray, 
As  one,  who  by  fome  great  Magician's  PowV> 
Js  hurry'd  thro'  the  Regions  in  an  Hour, 
And  for  Return  again  can  Jind  no  way. 

$JJ  E  E  N. 

My  better  Angel !  Fly  then  fr/ift  as  Time, 
Or  'Thought ;  thou  gain'ft  a  Queen  in  gaining  him. 
But  uie  fuch  Secrecy  as  floll'n  Loves  mould  have, 
Be  dark  as  the  huiht  Silence  of  the  Grave. 

ARD  ELLA. 

Madam,  diftruft  not  but  that  I  (hall  do, 
Both  what  is  to  your  Love  and  Honour  due. 

QJJEE  N. 

Honour  !  a  very  Word  ;  an  empty  Name  ! 
How  dully  wretched  is  the  Slave  to  Fame  ! 
Give  me  the  Soul  that's  large  and  unconfin'd  ; 
Free  as  the  Air,  and  boundlefs  as  the  Wind  : 
Nature  was  then  in  her  firft  Excellence, 
When  undifturb'd  with  puny  Confcience, 
Man's  Sacrifice  was  Pleaiure,  his  God,  Senfe. 


\ 


C   2  Enter 


Enter  T  I  s  s  A  p  H  E  R  N  F.  s. 
riSSAP  HE  RNES. 

Madam,  by  the  King's  Command  J'm  to  you  fent, 
Who  attends  your  Royal  Prefence  in  his  Tent. 

$JJ  E  E  N. 

I  go [Exit  Queen  and  Ard. 

TISSAP  H  ERNES. 
Now  all  is  ripe,  methinks  I  fee  ^ 

Treafon  walk  hand  in  hand  with  DefHny,  C 

And  both  in  a  kind  Afpedt  fmile  on  me.  ^ 

Now  the  whole  Court  proceeds  to  folemnize 
The  Nuptials  of  proud  Alcibiades  ; 
Where  ev'ry  thing  does  as  I'd  wiih  combine, 
To  give  a  happy  End  to  my  Defign. 
Jt  is  the  Cuftom  at  a  Marriage  Feaft, 

The  Bridegroom 

"With  a  full  Bowl  prefents  his  chiefeft  Gueft. 

The  Cups,  by  my  great  Secrecy  and  Care, 

With  ftrongefl  Potion  all  i^fefted  are  : 

Which  when  our  Alcikic,a\s  fliall  bring, 

Arid  offer  as  his  Duty  to  the  King, 

The  Poifon  and  his  fudden  Death  will  feem 

Fully  a  traiterous  Defign  in  him. 

Then  mult  the  Crown  defcend  on  me,  and  fo 

I  feaft  my  Rage,  and  my  Ambition  too. 

Let  Coward  Spirits  ftart  at  Cruelty* 

Kemorfe  has  full  a  Stranger  been  to  me. 

1  can  look  on  their  Pains  with  the  fame  Eyes, 

"As  Priefts  behold  the  falling  Sacrifice. 

Whilfl  they  yell  out  the  Horrors  of  their  Moans, 

My  Heart  mail  dance  to  th'  M  ufick  of  their  Groans.  [Exit. 

Enter  CAPTAIN    of  the  Guards. 

CAPTAIN. 

Look  that  your  Care  and  Diligence  be  great, 
See  the  Guards  double,  and  each  Cent'nel  fet.       [Ex't. 
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ffije  Scene  dra<wn>  difccvsrs  the  'Tent  of  a  Pavilion ;  in  it 
an  Ahar,  behind  which  are  feated  the  King  and  Queen, 
attended  by  TIS?APHERNFS,  PATROCLUS,  and  the  reft 
cfthe  Camp  ;-  about  the  Altar  ft  and  federal  Priefts  of 
laymen. 

KING. 

Each  Day  brings  fome  Surprize  of  Pleafure,  here 
Love  vies  his  Triumphs  with  the  God  of  War. 

Six  Priefts  of  Hymen  dance. 

%be  Vance  ended,  Enter  Chief  Prieft  and  Prleftefs  of  Hy- 
men, Prieft  leading  T i  M  A  N  D  R  A ,  and  the  Priejlejs 
ALCIEIAUES. 

PRIEST  JlnSs. 
Diftra&ing  Jealoufies  and  Fear?, 
Heart  breaking  v  obs  and  reftlefs  Tears, 
Fly  to  the  Rreafts  that  are 
Wrackt  with  Defpair : 
In  this, 

PRIESTESS. 
Or  this, 

CHOR  US. 
No  Tears  but  thofe  of  Joy,  no  Pantings  but  of  Blifs. 

PRIESTESS. 
Yes,  yes,  by  Love  alone  we  fee 
On  Earth  the  Glories  of  a  Deity  : 
For  'tis  the  greateft  Work  above, 
To  be  innocent,  and  love. 
Thofe  then  that  flame  fo  nobly  here, 
What  ravifhing  Delights  muft  they  have  there! 

CHOR  US. 

Who  on  Earth  to  their  Honour  are  juft,  and  their  Love, 
reap  the  chief  Bleflings  above. 

p  R  i  E  s  r. 

Let's  then  proceed,  and  Hymen's  Aid  'mplore, 
To  join  thofe  Hands  whofe  Hearts  were  iink'd  before. 
C  3  PRIEST. 
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PRIESTESS. 

Agreed. 

PRIEST. 

Agreed. 

PRIESTESS. 

Agreed. 

PRIES*. 

Agreed. 

CHORUS. 

Hymen,  oh  Hymen,  come  away, 
Crown  the  Wifhes  of  this  Day. 
See,  fee  thefe  pure  refin'd  Defires 
WaitatthyTorch,waitatthyTorch,toimprovetheirFires. 

Whilft  this  Chorus  is  finging.  Hymen  enters  with  his  Torcb^ 
end  joins  their  Hands  with  a  Wreath  cf  Rnfesy  which 
tie  L'rieftefs  ftrikes  with  her  Spear  and  breaks  ;  thtn  they 
c$i*r  both  parts  upcn  the  Altar. 

This  Ceremony  ended,  a  Dance  is  performed  by  four  'Priefts 
and  Priefteffis  of  Hymen,  all  carrying  in  their  Hands 
jhsrt  Spears  inuffi d  with  Flowers  and  Boughs  of  Fruit  : 
after  *wbich  a  Bowl  is  brought  in,  and  prefented  to 
ALCIBIADES,  who  immediately  upon  the  Receit  bows  to 
the  KING,  who  defcends  with  the  C^UIEN,  and  receives. 
the  Bowl  of  him,  tbenfpcaks. 

KING. 

To  mew  how  ftrift  a  Reverence  I  have 
For  ev'ry  thing  that  loyal  is  and  brave, 

[Drawing  near  to  Tifiaphern.es. 
This  fignal  Honour  only  due  to  me, 
Thus,  Tijjapbernes,l  confer  on  thee.  [Prefentshim  theBowI. 

TISSAPHERNES. 
Confuiion  !  What  means  this  ? 

KING. 


A  L  C  I  B  I  A  D  E  S.  31 

KING. 

Nay,  do  not  Hart, 

f  • :  is  the  Offering  of  a  grateful  Heart : 
Come  drink  to  fuch  a  Depth  as  may  cxprefs 
thy  Wiihes  for  their  Joy,  and  Sparta's  Happinefs. 

'r  ISS4PHERNES. 

I  muft  obey  your  Majefty 

[Profiting  to  drink,  lets  fall  the  fowl,  andfcems 
tofnuwn  back. 

PATROCLUS. 

Alas,  my  Father  t 

KING. 

- How  fares  our  worthy  Friend  ? 

Hence  quickly,  for  our  chief  i-hyficians  fend. 

£o  much  this  aged  Hero  I  efceem, 

I  rather  could  part  with  my  Crown  than  him. 

TISS^PHERNES. 

My  Health,  Sir,  needs  no  other  Help  than  this,  [faintly. 
That  you  will  pardon  its  Infirmities. 
The  Wine  was  of  fo  ftrong  an  Excellence, 
Its  Spirits  prov'd  too  mighty  for  my  Senfe. 

Alarm  without.     Enter  OFFICER. 

OFFICER. 

Dread  Sir,  your  Camp  th'  Athenian  Force  alarms  : 
Without  the  City  Gates  th'  appear  in  Arms, 
And  with  a  numerous  and  warlike  Train 
Begin  their  March  upon  the  neighb'ring  Plain* 
Their  bloody  Enfigns  all  difplay'd  appear, 
And  hold  an  am'rous  Combat  with  the  Air, 
Loofely  they  fly,  and  with  a  wanton  Play, 
Seem  to  falute  the  Suu-bearas  in  their  way  : 
Whilil  their  fhriil  Trumpets  rattle  in  the  Sky, 
As  if  with  Mufick  they'd  charm  Victory. 

C  4  And 
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And  this  triumphant  Pride  does  higher  grow,. 
That  they  may  make  a  Conqueft  fit  for  you. 

KING. 

'Tis  well ;  ev'ry  Battalia  reinforce 
Vvith  my  late  frefa  Supplies  of  Pcrjian  Horfe. 
r\  heir  Fate  no  longer  will  Delay  endure  ; 
Prepare  to  fight  'em  in  this  very  Hour. 
]*d  have  this  Day  hereafter  famous  be, 
for  the  Renown  of  Love  and  Victory.  [Shouts  from  afar. 

Enter  another  OFFICER. 

2  OFFICER. 

The  Enemy,  Sir,  does  on  the  Plain  appear, 
And  with  re-ecchoing  Shoutings  pierce  the  Air. 

K I N  G. 

So  Beafts  decreed  for  Slaughter,  ere  they  fall, 
With  tlieir  own  Bellowings  ring  their  Funeral.    [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT    III.       SCENE    I. 

SCENE    the    Camp. 
Enter  TISSAPHERNES. 

TIS  S  APHERNES. 

CURSE  on  my  niggard  Stars :  they  were  fo  poor, 
That  my  Revenge  prov'd  greater  than  their  Pow'r ; 
My  Fury  had  begot  fo  vaft  a  nirth, 
P'ate  wanted  Strength  enough  to  bring  it  forth. 

[^Trumpets  afar  ojf  jound  a  Charge, 
That  fprighdy  Sound  darts  fiercely  thro'  my  Soul. 
Oh  that  1  might  one  iVJinute  Fate  controul  1 
Could  but  command  one  happy  fatal  Dart, 
To  fend  itfelf  into  the  Gen'ral's  Heart. 

Enter  KING  and  Qju  E  E  N  attended, 

KING. 

Thus  muft  proud  States  fubmit,  when Monarchs  claim: 
They  govern  in  a  rude  diforder'd  frame, 
As  Stars  in  a  dim  Senate  rule  the  Night, 
But  vanifh  at  the  Sun's  more  potent  Light. 
Athens  now  feels  the  Fury  of  rny  Heat ; 
A  Povv'r  like  theirs,  divided,  can't  be  great  : 
It  may  tumultuous  and  numerous  (how, 
But  ne'er  contrail  to  give  a  fteady  Eio.v. 

$JJE  EN.. 

In  States,  thofe  monftrous  many-headed  Pcw'rs, 
Their  private  Int'reft  publick  Good  devours. 

C  5  'Tis 
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Tis  true,  when  in  their  Hands  a  Rule  they  gain, 
They  know  to  ufe  that  Power,  not  maintain. 
Like  Pirates  in  a  Fleet,  awhile  they  may 
Seem  dreadful ;  but  when  by  fome  jufter  Force 

Oppos'd 

Each  his  own  Safety  feeks,  and  fhrinks  away. 

TISSJPHERNES. 

You,  Sir,  have  vanquiih'd  Emp'rors,  fetter'd  Kings  : 
States  are  fuch  mean  and  defpicable  Things, 
Compar'd  with  other  Glories  y'ave  fubdu'd, 
Their  Conqueii  Teems  but  a  foft  Interlude. 

^Trumpets  from  far  found  a  Retrea 

Enter  a  MESSENGER. 

MESSENGER. 

This  Minute,  Sir,  your  Glories  are  compleat, 
The  routed  Enemy  makes  a  faint  Retreat : 
Victory,  blufhing  they  no  more  could  do, 
With  a  full  Wing  directs  her  Flight  to  you. 

KING. 

Thus,  Dsidamlay  are  our  Wifhes  crown'd, 
Love  and  Renown  in  the  fame  Sphere  go  round  : 
Cur  lafting  Loves  draw  larling  Viclories, 
Whiift  Courage  takes  his  Flame  from  Beauty's  Eyes. 

Enter  another  MESSENGER. 

^MESSENGER. 

Thus  hourly,  Sir,  frefh  Glories  you  receive, 
Athens  no  more's  your  Fnerny,  but  Slave. 
Like  the  fad  Ruins  of  a  Hurricane, 
Their  tatter'd  Troops  are  fcatter'd  o'er  the  Plain, 
And  in  diforder'd  Parties  make  away. 

KING. 

Relate,  how  went  the  Bufmefs  of  the  Day  ? 
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MESSENGER. 

Brave  Alciliades  has  Wonders  done, 
ISTe'er  greater  Courage  was  in  Sparta  lliown. 
Troops  were  not  able  to  withlUnd  his  Shock,^ 
Like  Thunder  from  a  Cloud  his  Fury  broke 
On  all  his  Enemies  ;  and  like  that  too, 
Death  and  Amazement  did  attend  each  Blow. 
Long  doubtful  Fortune  dally'd  on  her  Wheel, 
And  neither  feem'd  to  move  it,  nor  iland  ftill, 
Til)  at  the  laft  the  brave  Pdyndus  fell. 
His  Lofs  did  fo  amaze  the  Enemy 
That  in  diforder  they  began  to  iiy. 
Yet  brave  Thcramnes  rally 'd  in  their  Head  ; 
Tho*  fo  their  Fate  was  but  awhile  delay'd, 
For  by  our  Gen'ral  he  was  captive  made. 
At  which  again  they  did  their  Flight  renew, 
With  Numbers  too  fo  tatter'd  and  fo  few, 
It  had  been  Barbarifm  to  purfue. 
Then  fair  Timandra,  who  from  far  had  been 
An  anxious  Looker  on  this  Tragic  Scene, 
With  all  the  hafle  Joy  could,  or  Love  afford, 
Flies  to  congratulate  her  conqu'ring  Lord  ; 
Now  both  in  folemn  Triumph  this  way  move, 
To  croxvn  your  Glories  as  yoa  crown'd  their  Love. 

[Trumpets. 

Enter  ALCIBIADES,PATROCLUS,  TIMANDRA, 
and  T  H  E  R  A  M  N  E  s   Prijoner. 

fAIciblades  kneels  to  f£f  King*- 
KING. 

Sir,  of  vbur  Brav'ry  I've  already  heard, 
So  much  above  the  Power  of  Reward  ; 
It  were  but  juft  that  1  mould  Homage  do, 
And  oiler*  up  Acknowledgments  to  you* 

C  6  Rife, 
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Rife,  Sir,  and  give  this  Ceremony  o'er, 

The  Poflure  ill  becomes  a  Conqueror.      [Alcib.  rifcr, 

ALCIBIADES. 

Conqu'rors  that  are  triumphant  in  the  Field, 
Muft  at  their  Monarch's  Feet  their  Trophies  yield  ; 
For  all  thofe  Glories  which  their  Conquefts  claim, 
They  only  have  fubordinate  from  them. 
Thus,  tho'  my  Sword  this  Captive  has  overcome, 
It  is  from  you  he  mult  expert  his  Doom. 

THE  R  AMN E  S. 

Yes,  and  in  this  you  have  o'ercome  him  too, 
He  cannot  talk,  Sir,  half  fo  fail  as  you  : 
Curfe,  tho'  I  am  your  Prifoner,  I  hate 
To  hear  your  Pride  upbraid  me  with  my  Fate. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Why,  Sir,  was't  not  my  Favour  that  you  live  f 
THERAMNES. 

No ;  for  I  hate  that  Life  your  Hand  did  give. 
Know,  had  your  Fate  been  mine- 
1  (hould  have  urg'd  kind  Deflinv  more  home, 
And  there  have  revell'd,  Rival,  in  your  room. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Sir,  for  your  Love,  you  mew  but  weak  Pretence, 
Vi  hen  all  your  Arguments  are  Infolence. 
\Vhence  does  it  fpring  ? 

THERAMNES. 

—From  whence  your  Blifs  you  draw, 

Love,  that  ne'er  clogg'd  his  Profelytes  with  Law. 
I  lov'd  this  fair  One  firft,  and  you  muft  know 
I'll  love  her  full,  and  what's  all  that  to  you  ? 

ALCIBIADES. 

This  Pvudenef-,  Sir,  my  Fury  can't  engage : 
You  are  ill  manner'd,  and  beneath  my  Rage 
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THERAMNES. 

But  know,  I'll  follow  ftill  my  Hate  to  thee  ; 
Nor  fhall  my  Chains  obftruft  thy  Deftiny  : 
Thou  didft  fupplant  me  in  Timandra'*  Love, 
For  which  I  gave  thy  Glories  a  Remove  ; 
And  on  thy  Ruins  made  myfelf  more  great  : 
But  fmce  my  Wiihes  Fate  would  not  compleat, 
My  Fury  with  my  Fortune  ihan't  decreafe, 
I'll  ftill  purfue  thy  Life  and  Happinefs  ; 
By  allDefpairs,  dark  Arts,  thy  Fall  defign, 
Till  in  thy  Blood  I  write  Timandra  mine. 

ALC1E  I  AD  E  S. 

Rave  on  ;  know  of  your  Threats  no  Senfe  I  feel, 
I'd  laugh  at  them,  were't  not  to  lofe  a  Smile. 
KING. 

But  I'll  take  care  that  he  mail  better  know, 
What  'tis  a  Captive  for  his  Life  does  owe. 
How  dare  you  offer  here  thefe  Injuries  ? 
Know  you  how  much   this  gallant  Man  I  prize  ? 
Guards,  to   Confinement  the  Offender  bear, 
Be  his  Bonds  narrow,  and  Reftraint  fevere. 
Since  in  your  Breail  fuch  a  hot  Frenzy  reigns, 
We'll  try  how  you  can  brave  it  in  your  Chains. 

THERAMNES. 

So,  King,  as  thou  (halt  envy  what  th'aft  done  ; 
I  have  a  toul  can  fmile  when  thou  doit  frown. 
Whilft  I  Timaxdra?*  fair  Idea  wear, 
I  can't  want  Freedom,  for  I'll  think  of  her.  [Exit  guarded* 

KING. 

Thus,  Madam,  to  your  Eyes  muft  Conqueft  bow, 
Who  are  your  Slaves  no  other  Fetters  know. 


If  any  Charms  in  me  there  can  appear, 
They  only  are  confin'd  and  bounded  there  : 

No 
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No  greater  Aims  nor  more  Ambition  know, 
Than  how,  Sir,  to  oblige  him  that  ferves  you. 

AL  C  I B  I  AD  E  S. 

Your  gen'rous  Pity  to  our  faithful  Flames, 
That  Power  which  it  gave  'em  juftly  claims. 
Thus  happy  by  your  great  Indulgence  made, 

In  Joys  fo  perfect,  nothing  can  remove : 
Your  fpreading  Glories  ne'er  mail  fhrink  or  fade, 

Till  you  forget  t'afpire,  and  we  to  love. 
But  how  dare  I  ufurp  the  leaft  Pretence, 
Who  only  borrow  all  my  Laurels  hence  !  [Printing  to  Pat 
This  is  that  noble  Youth,  who,  when  I  itood 
Befet  on  ev'ry  fide  with  i;eath  and  Blood, 
To  my  Relief  fuch  gen'rous  Succour  brought, 
And  things  fo  much  above  ev'n  Wonder  wrought. 

PATROCLUS* 

You,  Sir,  that  taught  me  Friendfhip,  taught  me  too 
How  much  is  to  that  facred  Title  due. 
No,  Sir,  if  your  Life  at  hazard  lie, 
Tho'  thoufand  Deaths  fhould  dare  me,  on  I'll  fly, 
And  conquer  all,  or  bravely  with  you  die. 

ALCIBIADES. 

In  Gallantry  you  are  fo  abfolute, 
That  1  grow  faint,  and  flag  in  the  Purfuit. 
Yet  that  Return  accept  in  filence  here, 
Which  is  fo  great  'twill  noExpreffion  bear.  [E?nbraces  him. 

TIS  SAP  PI  ERNES. 
Hell !  Sure  my  blood  is  grown  degenerate. 
Can  this  my  Son  embrace  the  IVIan  i  hate  ?          [Afide+ 

KING. 

How,  T'ijfapbernes,  is  thy  good  Age  bleft 
In  fuch  a  "on,  of  fuch  a  Friend  pofielT: 
Thus  from  thy  rev'rend  Trunk  frefh  Glories  fpread, 
And  with  their  pious  Laurels  ihade  thy  Head. 

2  ^T*  7  *\ 
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<TIS  S  AP  HE  RN£S. 
In  this  warm  Comfort  patiently  I'll  lit, 
Till  Fate  {hall  come  and  claim  her  lateft  Debt. 
Sometimes  my  Youth's  pail  Triumphs  I'll  review,        T 
And  pleafe  myfelf  they  were  approv'd  by  you  :  > 

Alas,  I've  nothing  elfe  left  now  to  do.         [Ironically.  ) 
Oh  my  dear  Boy  !  Sir,  be  my  Joy  thus  mown, 
PofTefs  the  Father  as  you've  gain'dtheSon.  [Embraces  both. 

KING. 

Monarchs,  thus  propt,  the  Shocks  of  Fate  defy  : 
No  Bonds  fo  firm  LS  thofe  which  Friend  (hip  tie. 

[Exit  liing  attended*- 

Manent  ALCIBIADES,  TIMANDRA,  and  DRAXILLA. 

ALCIBIADES. 
Now,  nobleft  Sifter,  how  mall  be  repay 'd 
Thofe  large  Endearments,  which  your  Love  has  made  ? 
Our  Happinefs  will  but  imperfect  prove, 
If  'midft  the  growing  Pleafures  of  our  Love,. 
We  nothing  elfe  in.  Gratitude  can  do, 
Than  only  v^r  a  Happinefs  to  you. 

D  RAX  ILL  A. 

What  I  have  done,  Sir,  never  had  regard 
To  that  iiniiler  thing  we  call  Reward. 
Good  Deeds  their  worth  and  value  have  from  hence, 
They  their  own  Glory  are  and  Recompence. 

ALCIBIADES. 
But  Sifter,  if  I  might  one  Queftion  move? 

D  RAX  I  L  L  A. 
Your  Pleafure,  Sir  ? 

ALCIBIADES. 

Could  you  not,  Madam* love 

The  Friend,  in  whom  I'm  happy  mice  I  came, 
In  Honours  as  renown'd  as  in  his  Name  ? 

He, 
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He,  when  I  to  him  often  would  relate 
The  fad  Adventures  of  my  Love  and  Fate  ; 
So  much  your  gallant  Friendfhip  did  admire, 
That  with  your  Character  he  grew  on  Fire  ; 
And  bears  a  Flame  fo  noble  and  fublime, 
As  not  to  love  again  would  be  a  Crime. 

DRAXILLA. 

Sir,  that's  a  thing  I  cannot  now  difcourfe ; 
Love  rarely  conquers  with  a  fudden  Force. 
Nor  mufl  I  that  acknowledge  as  my  due, 
Which  was  perhaps  a  compliment  to  you  : 
If.  any  thing  in  me  he  can  approve, 
I  may  believe  it  Gallantry,  not  Love. 
ALC IB IAD  E  S. 

I  fhall  no  more  your  Modefty  offend: 
Pardon  a  forward  Zeal  to  ferve  my  Friend. 
But  if  ought  add  a  Blefling,  'twill  to  fee 
You  made  as  happy  as  you  have  made  me.         \Exeuht* 

Enter  TISSAPHERNES  and  PATROCLUS. 

TIS  SAP  HERN  ES. 
D'you  underiland,  Patr&clus,  what  y've  done  ? 
Have  you  coniider'd  that  you  are  my  Son  ? 

PATROCLUS. 
Sir,  'tis  a  Title  I  am  proud  of • 

TISSAPHERNES. 
How  can  you  then  defcend  to  things  fo  bafe, 
That  blot  my  Glory,  and  my  Name  deface  ? 
Whilft  thus  your  blinded  Folly  fo  adores 
The  only  Traitor,  that  my  Soul  abhors. 

PATROCLUS. 

How,  Sir !  I  doat  upon  the  Man  you  hate  ! 
No,  I  had  never  Thoughts  fo  impious  yet. 
By  all  my  Hopes,  if  any  Wretch  there  be 
b'unhappy  to  be  held  your  Enemy, 

Rather 
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Rather  than  in  my  Breaft  his  Image  bear, 
I'd  raze  it  from  my  Heart,  or  flab  it  there. 

TISS4PIIERNES. 

Stay,  left  you  mould  pronounce  too  ram.  a  Doom  ; 
Believe  it  is  a  Blow  will  wound  you  home. 

But  I.  will  try 

What  gen'rous  Resolution  you  exprefs. 
Know  then  you  mutt  hate  Alcibiades. 

PJTR  OCL  US. 

Protefl  me  Heav'n  !  can  you  command  that  I 
Should  break  that  Knot  you  did  fo  lately  tie  ? 
Was't  not  your  Love  that  did  our  Friendfhip  join  ? 
Did  not  your  kind  Embraces  fecond  mine  ? 

TISSAPIIERNES. 

Embraces !  Love !  and  Kindnefs  1  what  are  thefe  ? 
The  outward  Varnifh  that  our  Hearts  difguife. 
Haft  thou  fo  long  with  Courts  converfant  been, 
The  various  Turns  of  Power  and  Greatnefs  feen, 
And  haft  thou  not  this  Myftery  yet  found, 
Always  to  fmile  in's  Face  we  mean  to  wound  ? 
Come,  you  muft  hate  him,  nay  and  kill  him  too. 

PJTROCLUS. 

Oh  let  me  rather  beg  my  Death  from  you. 
Can  you  command  me,  Sir,  to  wound  a  Heart, 
Whereof  I  do  po fiefs  fo  great  a  Part  ? 
In  that  1  fhould  prove  a  Self-murderer; 
Piercing  his  Breaft,  I  ftab  my  own  Image  there. 

riSSAPHERNES. 
Come,  lay  thefe  idle  boyifh  Scruples  down, 
Do  as  becomes  your  Virtue  and  my  Son. 
Can  you  behold  him  rev 'ling  in  my  Place, 
And  turning  ail  my  Honours  to  Disgrace  : 
And  can  you  of  fu  little  Value  prize 
The  Honour  of  your  Blood,  not  to  (lied  his  ? 

PA- 
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P ATR  O  C  L  US. 

Oh,  Sir,  no  farther  urge  this  horrid  Theme, 
'Twill  blaft  your  Glories,  and  your  Wreaths  defame. 
Do  but  look  on  that  Life  you  would  deftroy. 

See  if  it  ben't  as  fpotlefs  and  ferene 
As  that  which  in  their  Heav'n  bleft  Saints  enjoy, 

Pure  and  untouch'd  but  with  a  ri  nought  of  Sin. 
By  all  th'  Endearments  of  a  filial  Love, 
And  if  that  Charm  cannot  your  Pity  move, 
By  my  dear  Mother's  Ghoft,  whofe  dying  Pray'r 
Bequeath'd  me  her  chief  Treafure  to  your  Care,,. 
This  unjuft  cruel  Enmity  lay  down, 
And  do  not  in  his  Friend  deftroy  your  Son. 
On  the  paft  Brav'ry  of  your  Youth  look  back, 
There  the  bright  Paths  of  all  your  Triumphs  track  :: 
Think  what  'twill  be  thofe  Glories  to  exchange, 
For  a  bafe,  brutal,  infamous  Revenge. 
Oh,  Sir,  recal,  recal  the  dire  Decree, 
?Tis  fuch  a  Deed  as  Fate  will  ihrink  to  fee. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Then  'tis  the  fitter  to  be  done  by  me.  - 

Give  this  unmanly  childiih  Pity  o'er, 
Or  ne'er  prefume  to  call  me  Father  more. 

PATROCLUS. 

Then  fee  how  I  refign  that  Intereft  here :         [Rife 
Thus  all  the  Bonds  of  Duty  cancell'd  are. 
"Whilft  fuch  black  Horrors  in  your  boul  I  fee, 
Y'are  not  my  Father,  but  my  irnemy. 
Now  againft  me  let  all  your  Vengeance  come, 
Thus,  thus  my  Breaft  for  your  Revenge  has  roonu 

Brave  Aldbiades 

No,  iince  fuch  barb'rous  Mifchiefs  you  dare  do, 

I'll  die  for  him,  but  fcorn  to  live  for  you. 

Why  don't  you.  flrike,  Sir  1  Is  your  Rage  grown  faint  ? 
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riSSAPHERNES. 

I  fear  I've  too  much  trifled  with  this  Boy  ; 
Curfe  on  his  Honour,  'twill  my  Hopes  deftroy. 
But  I'll  fmooth  all  in  time.     O  my  dear  Son* 
Now  art  thou  worthy  to  be  call'd  my  own. 
None  but  a  Heart,  that's  truly  noble,  cou'd 
Ever  deferve  a  Title  to  my  Blood. 
No,  may  ye  both  in  your  brave  FriendPaip  be- 
As  truly  happy  as  I  am  in  thee. 
That's  curil \Afidt* 

PJTROC  LUX. 

Is  then  my  Father  kind  ?  can  he  approve 
Our  Friendmip  ?  does  he  once  more  crown  our  Love  ? 
Oh,  Sir,  let  thus  my  Acknowledgment  begiv'n, 
As  we  for  Bleffings  offer  Thanks  to  Heav'n.      [Kneels* 

FIS  SJPHE  RNE  S. 
Rife,  rife,  thou  Comfort  of  my  Age  ;  I  now 
Have  underilood  all  I  could  wifh  to  know. 
Alas,  in  this  Difguife  I  did  but  try 
The  Strength  and  Virtue  of  thy  Conftancy. 
3 1  is  a  Refreljiment  to  this  hoary  Head, 
To  prove  that  Virtue  which  myfelf  have  brecL 
Thus  bleft  in  Peace  I'll  to  my  Grave  defcend, 
As  the  declining  Sun  goes  down  at  Night, 
Pleas'd  with  the  Rifmg  of  an  OfF-fpring  Light. 

PATROCLUS. 

Such  myftic  Ways  Fate  does  our  Loves  confirm, 
As  rooted  Trees  ftand  fafter  by  a  Storm. 
After  this  Shock  our  Friendfhip's  more  fecure, 
As  Gold  try'd  in  the  Fire  comes  forth  more  pure.  [Exit* 

TISS4PHERNES. 
There's  fome  Foundation  yet  for  my  Defign ; 
The  Captive's  brave  ;  I'll  try  to  make  him  mine.. 
Unweary'd  I  will  let  my  Fury  range, 
And  leave  no  Heart  unfearch'd  to  find  Revenge*.    [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     II.     A  dark  Tent,- 

THERAMNES  in  Chains. 

riiERAMNES. 

How  fweet  a  Quietude's  in  Fetters  found  ! 
That  it  feems  almoft  Freedom  to  be  bound. 
Tho'  thus  confin'd,  my  agil  r(  houghts  may  fly 
1  iiro'  all  the  Regions  of  V  ariety. 
Here  in  a  trice  i  can  the  World  run  o'er, 
And  finim  whole  Years  Labours  in  an  Hour.- 
But  oh  my  Miftrefs  !  my  'T.'imandra  loll  ! 
That  is  the  only  Bitternefs  I  tatte. 
This  outward  Fetter  but  my  Body  chains,, 
But  that  the  Freedom  of  my  Soul  detains.. 
Why  by  my  Rival's  Sword  did  J  not  fall  ? 
So  bravely  have  embrac'd  one  Death  for  all  ? 
Yet  why  mould  I  court  fuch  an  abjeci  Fate  ? 
Courage  is  the  Supporter  of  the  Great. 
Methinks  I've  fomething  yet  to  do,  might  prove 
Becoming  both  my  Glory  and  my  Love. 
I'll  -  ah  !  this  does  my  bufy  Thoughts  prevent. 

Enter  TISSAPHERNES. 

Is  that  old  Fiend  for  a  Tormentor  fent  ? 
Good  Sir,  upon  what  MefTage  are  you  come  ? 
Am  1  then  deftin'd  to  fome  harder  Doom  ? 

TISSAPHERNES.. 
No,  I  am  come  to  give  your  Sorrows  eafe. 
I  know  you  hate,  Sir,  Alcibiades  : 
Nay,  and  1  know  you  love  T'imandra  too. 

THERAMNES. 
Well,  Sir,  all  this  1  know  as  well  as  you. 

riSSAPHERNES. 

Come,  if  you  dare  be  brave,  be't  on  this  Theme: 
Dare  you,  Sir,  ravifh  her,  and  murder  him  ? 

THE- 
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FHERAMNES. 

For  what  dark  Ends  do  you  this  Queftion  bring  ? 
Dare !  s'death,  old  Sir,  I  dare  do  any  thing. 

riSSAPHERNES. 

That  Word  then  all  my  former  Doubts  fecures; 
Be  only  refolute,  and  Timxndra's  yours. 
My  Stratagems  fo  fubtly  I  will  lay, 
That  to  your  Arms  your  Miilrefs  I'll  betray. 
Thus  then,  as  the  firft  Step  to  our  Defign, 
Your  Guards  !'ll  with  adulterated  Wine 
Secure ;  fo  they  charm'd  in  a  lethargy, 
I'll  from  your  Bonds  and  Prifon  fet  you  free. 
Then,  when  fome  happy  Momefit  mall  prefent, 
Timandra  left  unguarded  in  her  Tent, 
Both  of  us  thither  in  difguife  will  move, 
To  end  your  Rival,  and  compleat  your  Love. 
For  when  your  fill  of  Blifs  you  have  enjoy'd, 
And  your  full  Pleafures  with  themfelves  are  cloy'd  : 
I  thither  will  alarm  our  Enemy, 
Where  by  both  Swords  he  fhall  be  fure  to  die. 
And  the  next  Night  (the  Watch-word  given  by  ne) 
You  may  'fcape  thro'  the  Guards  to  Liberty. 

THERAMNES. 

Revenge  !  my  Love  enjoy'd,  and  Freedom  tool 
Then  in  the  Name  of  Pluto  be  it  fo. 
What  ftupid  Tgnorance  the  World  pofTeft, 
That  only  Fury  plac'd  i'th'  youthful  Breaft  ! 
No,  'tis  in  Age  alone  great  Spirits  are  young  : 
The  Soul's  but  infant  when  the  Body's  ftrong. 
Thefe  hoary  Heads  like  grilly  Comets  are, 
Which  always  threaten  Ruin,  Death,  and  War. 

TISSAPHER  NES. 

Alas,  fuch  tame  Souls  know  but  half  a  growth: 
I'll  make  my  Age  a  Step  to  a  new  Youth : 

Such 
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Such  Murders  and  fuch  Cruelties  maintain, 
I'll  from  the  Blood  I  fhed  grow  young  again. 

rilERAMNES. 

Let's  in  the  Name  of  Horror  then  go  on  ; 
Methinks  1  long  to  have  the  Bus'nefs  done  : 
Something  like  Confcience  elfe  may  all  defeat ; 
You  know,  Sir,  I'm  but  a  raw  Villain  yet. 

riSSAPHERNES. 

Confcience !  a  Trick  of  State,  found  out  by  thofe 
That  wanted  Power  to  fupport  their  Laws ; 
A  bug-bear  Name,  to  flartle  Fools :  But  we, 
That  know  the  Weaknefs  of  the  Fallacy, 
Know  better  how  to  ufe  what  Nature  gave. 
That  Soul's  no  Soul,  which  to  itfelPs  a  Slave. 
Who  any  thing  for  Confcience  fake  deny, 
Do  nothing  elfe  but  give  themfelves  the  Lye.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE    III.     The  Camp. 
Enter  PATROCLUS  and  DRAXILLA. 

PATROCLUS. 

Why,  Madam,  do  you  fly  a  Lover's  Pray'r  ? 
Is  Cruelty  the  Privilege  o'th'  Fair  ? 

DRAXILLA. 

You  cannot,  Sir,  i'th'  Camp  be  Beauty's  Slave, 
Where  Honour's  th'  only  Miftrefs  of  the  Brave. 

PATROCLUS. 
But  'tis  a  rugged  Honour  got  in  Arms, 
When  not  made  foft  by  Beauty's  fweeter  Charms ; 
7  hat  melts  our  Rage  into  a  kind  Defire, 
WhilftLove  refines  it  in  his  purer  Fire. 

DRAXILLA. 

Lovers,  whofe  Flights  fuch  fublime  Pitches  chufe, 
Oft  foar  too  high,  and-fo  their  Quarry  lofe. 
But  you,  Sir,  know  to  moderate  your  height, 
JViiiTing  your  Game,  can  eas'ly  flack  the  Flight. 

PATRO- 
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PATROCL  US. 

Such  faint  EfTays  may  fit  a  common  Flame, 
But  my  Defires  have  a  far  nobler  Aim, 
Religious  Honour,  and  a  Zeal  that's  true, 
Raised  by  that  Deity  to  which  I  fue. 

DR  AXILLA. 

Thofe  who  to  Deities  their  Offerings  pay, 
Make  their  Addreflfes  in  an  humbler  way  j 
Not  in  a  Confidence  of  what  they  give, 
But  modeft  Hopes  of  what  they  mail  receive. 

PATROCLUS. 
I  in  my  Offering  no  Affurance  have, 
Tho'  an  Ambition  to  become  your  Slave. 

DRAXILLA. 

Yes,  but  when  once  admitted  to  that  Place, 
You'll  Hill  be  looking  for  fome  Acls  of  Grace. 

PATROCL  US. 
Some  Kttle  Favours  Pity  can't  deny, 
You  are  too  noble  to  ufe  Cruelty. 

DRAXILLA. 
See,  Sir,  the  Queen  !  I  beg  you,  Sir,  forbear. 

PATROCLUS. 
Madam,  this  way —  [Exeunt. 

Enter  QJJ  E  E  N  and  A  R  D  E  L  L  A . 

QUEEN. 

Did  he  then  fuirer  no  Surprize  ?  no  mew 
Of  Alteration  ?   Let's  the  Progrefs  know. 

ARDELLA. 

In  order,  Madam,  to  your  Command,  I  went, 
And  met  him  coming  from  the  Royal  Tent : 
Where,  after  th'  ufual  Ceremonies  paft, 
E'er,  I  would  feaft,  I  gave  him  firft  a  Tafte ; 
Told  him  how  much  his  Courage  you  approv'd, 
That  lie  in  no  mean  Path  of  Glory  mov'd, 

Who 
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Who  in  his  Arms  had  fo  fuccefsful  been, 

T'engage  a  Monarch,  and  oblige  a  Queen. 

Then  nearer  came,  and  whifper'd  fomething  more, 

Began  to  intimate  Love's  mighty  Povv'r. 

He  brifkly  took  the  Hint,  and  readily 

Began  to  urge  fome  pretty  Things  to  me. 

By  which  encourag'd,  I  to  th'  Bufinefs  drew, 

Told  him  in  fine  it  only  was  his  due 

To  be  admir'd  by  all,  and  lord  by  you. 

QUEEN. 

And  did  not  then  his  alter'd  Looks  betray 
Some  Ecitafy  ?  fame  Marks  of  lively  Joy  ? 

ARDELLA. 

No,  Madam,  he  knew  better  Policy, 
Talk'd  of  your  Honour,  and  his  Loyalty  ; 
Fine  fmoothing  Terms  to  cloke  a  Paffion  in. 
But  if  your  Majelty 

QUEEN. 
What? 
ARDELLA. 

— Had  but  feen 

How  much  his  Carriage  did  his  Words  deceive, 
When  with  a  gentle  Mgh  he  took  his  Leave, 
As  if  he  languifh'd  till  the  Minute  came. 

3JJEEN. 

Doll  thou  then  think  he  entertains  my  Flame  ? 
Let's  to  my  Tent,  and  wait  his  coming  there. 
Such  Swarms  of  Love  within  my  Breait  there  are, 
The  Heat's  too  furious  for  my  8oul  to  bear. 
What  would  I  give  but  for  a  Fafte  of  Blifs ! 
Oh,  the  choice  Sweets  of  a  Horn  Happinefs !     [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.      SCENE!. 

ALCIBIADES,  fetus. 

ALCIBIADES. 

UNDER  what  fatal  Planet  was  I  born! 
Sure  at  my  Birth  the  I  leav'ns  themfelves  did  mourn; 
Disjointed  Nature  did  her  Courfe  forbear, 
And  held  within  her  Womb  a  Civil  War. 
I  who  but  now  did  Fame  and  Conquefl  bring, 
And  added  to  the  Glories  of  a  King, 
Muft  fee  my  Trophies  all  thrown  down  again 
By  the  bafe  Paffions  of  a  luftful  Queen  ! 
Why  was  not  I  born  to  a  common  Fate, 
P'ree  from  the  glorious  Troubles  of  the  Great  ? 
So  in  fome  humble  Cell  my  Years  have  fpent, 
Bleil  with  a  private  peaceable  Content. 
The  vulgar  Mortal  feels  not  Fortune's  Plarms ; 
The  higliell  Structures  iUll  are  fhook  with  Storms. 
See- too,  ihe's  here  ;  what  mall  I  do  or  fpeak  ? 
Fate  has  befet  me,  I've  no  way  to  take. 

Enter  QJJ  E  E  N  and  A  R  D  E  L  L  A. 

QUEEN. 

My  Lord,  you  fomething  difcompos'd  appear  ; 
Surely  there's  nothing  that  can  fright  you  here. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Majefty,  Madam,  is  a  thing  divine. 

QUEEN. 

If  that  diflurb  you,  Sir,  I'll  lay  by  mine. 
Methinks  I  apprehend  a  greater  Pride, 
To  view  the  Man  whofe  Glories  fpread  fo  wide. 

VOL.  I.  D  ALC1+ 


50  ALCIBIADES. 

ALCIBIADES. 
Madam,  you  on  'em  fet  too  high  a  Price. 

$JJE  EN. 

Perhaps  I  fee  not,  Sir,  with  common  Eyes  : 
They  beft  of  Honour  judge  that  Honour  have : 
I  find  a  Secret  in  me  fays  y'are  brave ; 
You  need  not,  Sir,  unfold  it,  you  can  guefs. 

ALCIBIADES. 

How  craftily  me  would  her  I  uft  exprefs, 
And  fet  her  Ills  oft"  with  a  winning  Drefs ! 
What's  to  be  done,  which  way  (hall  I  conclude  ? 
I  muft  abufe  my  King,  or  muft  be  rude.  \Apde* 

I  cannot  fpeak 

QUEEN. 

My  Lord,  let's  fit  a  while : 

Won't  you  vouchfafe  your  Vifitant  a  Smile  ? 

ALCIBIADES. 
Smiles,  Madam,  were  too  infolent  a  Joy. 

QUEEN. 

Fie !  put  thefe  formal  Compliments  awayf 
Ardella,  fing  that  Song  I  heard  to  Day. 

SONG. 
I. 

The  brighteft  Goddefs  of  the  Sky, 

How  did  Jhe  panting,  Jtghing  lie. 

And  languishing  defire  to  die  ! 
For  the  triumphant  God  of  War 
Amidft  bis  Trophies  did  appear ; 
As  charming  Rough  as  Jbs  was  Fair. 

II. 

Their  Loves  were  bleft,  they  had  a  Son, 
The  little  Cupid  ;  who  has  Jhown 
More  Conquefts  than  his  Sire  e\r  won. 
He  grew  the  mightiejl  God  above, 
By  which  we  him  a  Rebel  prove 
To  Heaven^  that  dares  be  Jo  to  Love. 

III.  How 
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«x 

IJI. 

Ho<wfoft  the  Delights,  and  ho<w  charming  the  Joy, 
Where  Love  and  Enjoyment  each  other  fupport  ! 

Let  the  Cynical  Fool  call  Pleafure  a  'Toy, 
Who  ne'er  Fame  i'tb*  Camp  had,  nor  Love  in  the  Court  : 

O  fo  kindly  the  Combats  each  other  fucceed, 
Where  'fis  Triumph  to  die,  and  a  Pleafure  to  bleed » 

ALCIBIADES. 

The  Air  is  charming  - 

QUEEN. 

Retire.  [Exit  Ardella. 

No  lively  Symptoms  of  a  growing  Fire  ! 

I'll  urge  him  further [AJide. 

My  Lord,  your  Hand  ;  how  beats  your  Pulfe  ?  I  fear 

Y'are  ill ;  cold  Drops  upon  your  Brows  appear ; 

I'll  wipe  'em  off;  come,  Sir,  your  Fears  remove, 

You  need  not  blufh  to  tell  me  that  you  love. 

I'll  do  it  for  you,  nay,  I  more  will  do, 

Blufh  for  myfelf  too  when  I  blufh  for  you. 

Sure  this  will  take ;  what  does  your  Wonder  mean  ? 

Is  Love  fo  itrange  ? 

ALCIBIADES. 

• Oh  name  not  that  again  ! 

Could  you  fuch  Wrong  to  Royal  Agis  do  ? 
Think  what's  to  Heaven  and  to  your  Virtue  due. 
QUEEN. 

Muft  I  be  hated  then  ?  and,  Sir,  by  you  ?      [Angrily. 
Pirn,  why  d'you  talk  of  Heav'n  and  Virtue  now  ?  [Mildly. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Not  new-made  Mothers  to  their  Infants  bear 
A  firmer  Paffion,  or  a  tend'rer  Care. 
Shew  me  yours,  or  your  Honour's  Enemy, 
See  with  what  Vigour  t'your  Revenge  I'll  fly. 
For  you  with  Life  I  willingly  could  part ; 
But  whilft  that  laits,  Timandra  has  my  Heart. 

D  2  QUEEN. 
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QVEEN. 

The  heavy  Pleafures  of  the  Marriage  Bed, 
Dull  Repetition  foon  will  render  dead. 
Taile  frefher  Joys,  and  when  they  tedious  grow, 
Then  the  old  Pleafures  may  feem  gay  and  new. 

ALCIBIADES.     ' 
Could  I  expert  to  have  fuch  Language  heard, 
Vi  here  Beauty  and  fuch  Innocence  appear'd  ? 

3JJEEN. 

Can  you  my  little  Peauty  then  approve, 
And  is't  ib  diificult  a  thing  to  love  r 

ALC  I  B  I  AD  E  S. 

Love,  Madam  !  only  be  as  truly  good,  } 

As  you  are  fair,  \  (hall  not  need  be  \voo'd  ;  > 

I'll  love  you  as  the  Sifter  of  my  Blood.  3 

QUEEN. 

A  Siller's  Love's  a  lean  infipid  Blifs, 
So  little,  we  can  hardly  name  what  'tis. 
Where  is  the  Tranfport,  F.cSnfy,  Delight? 
3 1  is  like  thin  Meat  to  a  fharp  Appetite. 

ALC1ZIADES. 

I  know  y'are  beauteous  as  the  blurhing  Morn: 
Your  Begins  the  I  nitre  of  a  King  adorn, 
That.  King  whofe  Piety  me  happy  made  ; 
And  can  1  in  return  profane  his  Bed? 
Tho',  Madam,  I've  Hv'd  free,  and  never  fet 
3-  imits  to  any  thing  we  c.ill  Delight, 
Yet  raiie  not  new  Rebellions  in  my  fJlood  : 
Beauty  hath  Darts  too  keen   to  be  vvithltood. 

QUEEN 

Yet  all  its  Power  has  no  [  crce  o'er  you, 
Your  cruel     ea-t's  inirnoveable  ;  but  know 
Twill  to  your  Ilonoui  b'  but  ill  apply'd, 
That  for  your  love  a  Queen  neglcaed  dy'd. 

ALCl* 
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ALCIBIADES. 
What  is't  your  Majeily  would  have  me  do? 

QUEEN. 
Are  you  fo  ignorant  that  you  don't  know  ? 

ALCIBIADES. 

Death  !  not  to  have  Tome  Senfe,  were  to  unman  ' 
Myfelf,  but  I'll  be  Conqu'ror  if  I  can. 
Should  I  be  made  a  Captive  to  her  Charms, 
Ere  i  am  warm  in  my  *Timandra$  Anns  ? 
One  Stratagem  I'll  for  my  Freedom  try. 
IVJadam,  no  longer  I'll  your  Pow'r  deny  :     [To  the 
For  if  thefe  Eyes  had  ne'er  Timandra  known, 
You  only  might  have  call'd  my  Heart  your  own. 
But  whilft  with  her  I  enjoy  Love  and  Life, 
And  you  remain  the  mighty  Agis*  Wife; 
Know  this  is  all  i  can  in  Juftice  do, 
I'm  ready  on  your  leaft  Commands,  to  mew 
I  live  for  her  ;  but  yet  cculd  die  for  you. 

3JJEEN. 

Muft  T  then  only  border  upon  Blifs  ? 
Reft  on  the  Confines  of  my  Happinefs  ? 
As  Souls  that  are  excluded  Heav'n  for  Sin, 
See  all  its  Glories,  but  can't  enter  in. 

ALCIBIADES. 

No,  Madam  ;  free  from  the  dull  Clogs  of  Senfe, 
We'll  reap  Delights  of  nobler  Excellence. 
Cur  ent\vin'd  Souls  each  other  fnall  enjoy, 
Tread  Virtue's  Paths,  and  never  lofe  their  Way. 
F'ut  if  one  in  his  Morion  chance  to  err, 
Strait  regulate  it  by  the  other's  Sphere : 

.• Till  at  the  lad, 

^  hen  the  mort  Zodiac  of  this  Life  we've  p.ift, 
With  new-impt  Zeal  beyond  the  Stars  we'll  fly, 
T  here  meet,  and  mingle  to  a  Deity. 
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3JJE  E  N. 

Then  to  all  Hopes  of  Happinefs  adieu, 
Since  my  chief  Blifs  I've  loit  in  lofmg  you. 
Oh  the  tyrannic  Cruelty  of  Fate, 
That  lets  us  know  our  Happinefs  too  late. 
Yet  v.hy  fhcu'd  1  to  Fears  and  Sorrows  bend, 
..If  only  on  their  Fate  my  Hopes  depend  ? 
A  Rival,  and  a  King,  1  may  remove  : 
There's  nothing  difficult  to  them  that  love.  [Exit  Queen. 
ALCIEIADES. 


She's  gone- 


GreatneCs,  thou  gaudy  Torment  of  our  Souls, 
''  he  wife  Man's  Fetter,  and  the  Range  of  Fools, 
Who  is't  wou'd  court  thee  if  he  knew  thy  iils  ? 
He  who  the  greateft  Heap  of  Honour  piles, 
Does  nothing  elfe  but  build  a  dang'rous  Shelf, 
Or  ereft  Mountains  to  o'erwhelm  himfelf.  [Exit, 

SCENE    II.     A  Grove  adjoining  to  the  Camp, 
Enter  TISSAPHERNES  and  THERAMNES  difguis^d* 

T I  S  S  A  P  HE  RN  E  S. 
Now,  Sir,  y'are  free,  and  profperoufly  move, 
To  reap  the  long  wifht  Harveft  of  your  Love. 
One  Minute  and  y'are  in  TimanJra's  Arms, 
Now  fetter'd  in  the  Power  of  her  Charms  : 
JVlethinks  the  Thought  ev'n  my  old  1'lood  alarms. 

THERAMNES. 
His  Rage  fure  works  him  to  an  Ecilafy  : 
How  the  old  Moniler  hugs  his  Villany  ! 
Good  Sir,  difpatch,  I  cannot  brook  Delay ; 
J  walle  in  Expectation  of  my  Joy. 
But  hark,  did  you  not  hear  a  murm'ring  Talk  ? 

T I  S  S  A  P  H  E  R  N  E  S. 
Perhaps  'tis  me  come  in  this  Grove  to  walk  : 
Stay,  here  they  are  ;  by  Heav'n  the  fame,  'tis  me. 
Retreat  awhile ;  bleft  Opportunity  !  [They  go  to  the  Door. 

Enter 
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Enter T 'i  M  A  N  D  R  A  with  a  Book  in  hertiand^  and  D  .1  AXI  L  L  A. 

?  IMAN  D  RA. 
Methinks,  DraxWa,  when  Atlanta  ran, 
And  Slaughter  was  the  only  Prize  (he  wan  ; 
Her  Power  a  too  cruel  Rigour  bore, 
To  kill  thofe  Ihe  had  wounded  fo  before. 

[Theramnes  throws  off  bis  Di/gutfc, 

<T  HE  RAMN  E  S. 
Then,  Madam,  be  not  guilty  of  her  Jll  : 
Me  the  poor  Wretch  y'ave  wounded,  do  not  kill. 
Ah  in  your  Heart,  if  fuch  a  Senfe  there  be 
Of  the  Injuftice  of  her  Cruelty  ; 
How  much  more  Pity  from  your  Bread  is  due 
To  him,  who  ev'ry  Minute  dies  for  you  I 

riMAND  RA. 

My  Lord  T'heramnes  !  by  what  lucky  Hap 
Have  you  from  Guards  and  Prifon  made  Efcape  r 

THERAMNES. 
Who  wears  your  facred  Image  in  his  Bread, 
Is  of  luch  pure  Divinity  pofTeft, 
And  from  ignoble  Bondage  fo  fecure, 
That  feeble  Chains  fall  off,  and  lofe  their  Pow'r. 

r  IMA  N  D  RA. 

Then,  Sir,  in  your  intended  Flight  make  haile, 
Left  by  fome  fatal  Chance  y'are  once  more  loft. 

T  H  E  R  A  M  N  E  S. 
No,  I  enjoy  a  nobler  Safety  here  ; 
No  Danger  dares  approach  When  you  are  near  : 
Thefe  Groves  to  Lovers  Blifs  are  dedicate, 
Free  from  th'  uncivil  Outrages  of  Fate. 
Come,  let's  to  fomething  like  Delight  draw  nigh, 
And  lofe  ourfelves  awhile  in  Ecftafy.  [Seizes  roughly  on  her. 

r  I  M  AN  D  R  A. 
Guard  mf ,  ye  Powers !  Draxilla,  help  :  my  Lord ! 
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TISSAPHERNES. 
Good,  gentle  Madam,  if  you  pleafe,  one  Word. 
[Draxiila  runs  out,  crying  Help,  and  TiiTaphernes  after  her. 

r  HE  R  AMN E  S< 
I  cannot  fee  my  Rival  bleil  alone; 
Moil  he  reap  all  the  Sweets,  and  I  have  none  ? 

T IM  A  N  D  R  A. 

Tliis  Outrage,  on  my  Knees  I  beg,  forbear: 
See,  Sir,  it  is  'j'imandra.  fneds  a  Tear  ;         [Tif.  returns. 
Her  whom  you  vow'd  you  lov'd  with  noble  Flame : 
Oh  don't  by  favage  Luit  profane  that  Name  ! 
If  'tis  the  Envy  of  your  Rival's  Joy, 
Remove,  remove  th'  Offence  fome  other  way  : 
Save  but  my  Honour,  and  my  Life  deftroy. 

<T  H  E  R  A  M  N  E  S. 

Such  Tendernefs  might  cool  another's  Blood ; 
But  I  am  too  unhappy  to  be  good. 
Let  Virtue  to  dull  Anchorites  repair, 
V»  ho  ne'er  had  Soul  enough  to  know  Defpair. 
J'll  baniih  the  Encroacher  from  my  Breaft, 
And  ihake  him  off  e'er  he  take  hold  too  faft. 
Come,  let's  retire  within  this  Covert  by; 
1  am  impatient,  and  my  Blood  boils  high. 

r IM  AN  D  R  A. 
I  will  not  go,  I'll  die  a  Martyr  here. 

THE  R  A  M  N  E  S. 
Then  1  muft  drag  you. 

TI  MA  N  D  RA. 

Barb'rous  Ravi/her! 

Oh  !  oh  ! 

Enter  ALCIBIADES. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Did  I  not  hear  a  tender  Cry  ? 

'OhHeav'ns!  turn, bafeHell-hound, turn, and  die.  [Draws. 

THE  RAMNE  S. 
That,  Sir,  will  thus  be  better  underilood.       [Draws. 
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r  I  S  S  A  P  H  E  R  N  E  S. 
We  undertook,  Sir,  more  than  you'll  make  good. 

[Draws.   [They  both  make  at  him* 

Enter  PATROCLUS. 

PATROCLUS. 
How's  this  ?  aflaulted  !  and  by  fuch  bafe  Odds ! 

Courage,  my  Friend  ! 

[After  a  fierce  Fight  between  Alcibiades  ^jWTheramnes, 
Fatroclus  tfj-w/Tiflaphernes,  Patroclus  dri*vss  his  Father 
off  the  Stage,  and  Alcibiades  runs  Theramnes  through* 

ALCIBIADES. 
—To  the  curft  Abodes 
Of  tortur'd  Souls  that. in  dark  Horror  dwell, 
Thus  fly,  and  to  thy  fellow  Devils  tell, 
It  was  my  Sword  that  fent  thy  Soul  to  Hell. 

THE  RAMN  E  S. 

Hold,  Sir,  enough  ;   1  muft  your  Victim  fall, 
Tho'  an  Attonement  for  my  Sin  too  fmall. 
My  hafty  Soul  can  make  no  longer  Stay, 
Death  tolls  his  Leaden-bell,  and  calls  away. 
And  now  like  fome  fad  Trav'ler  taking  View 
Of  the  long  Journey  that  I  have  to  go, 
Whilft  I  my  Thoughts  to  Heav'n's  fweet  Manfions  bend, 
Without  your  Mercy  no  Admittance  find. 
Oh  but  one  Word  of  Pardon  ere  1  die  ; 
Secure  of  that,  my  Soul  dares  boldly  fly. 
Abfolv'd  by  you,  it  muft  have  Welcome  there, 
As  Incenfc  that  is  ofFer'd  up  with  Pray'r. 

T I M  A  N  D  R  A. 

My  Pardon  and  my  Prayers  too  receive  ; 
More  than  your  Guilt  could  afk  me  I  could  give  : 
Ee  happy  as  your  Penitence  is  true  j 
And  may  kind  Heav'n  forgive  you,  as  I  do.         \Weeps, 

THE  RAM  N  E  S. 
Ah  !  can  your  Piety  vouchfafe  a  Tear 
Of  Pity  on  an  impious  Ravifher  ! 

D  S  My 
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My  Soul  will  leave  me  in  an  Ecftafy  ; 
And  I  mail  want  the  Senfe  to  know  I  die. 
Thus,  pure  Divinity,  at  your  Feet  I  bow  ; 
Here  'tis  my  Soul  would  make  her  lateft  Stay  : 

Nor  can  me 

Beginning  hence  her  Journey,  mifs  the  Way. 
But  I'd  forgot ;  beware  of— —  [Dies, 

ALCIBIADES. 

Who  can  fear, 

That  is  fecur'd  by  Charms  fo  pow'rful  here  ? 
\\ithin  thefe  Spheres  my  Guardian  Angels  move; 
Thefe  are  my  Seats  of  Safety,  as  of  Love. 

r  I  M  AN  D  RA. 

They  weakly  others  guard,   that  can't  defend 
Themfelves;  I  fear  more  Mifchief  may  depend 
On  this  Difailer 

Enter  PATROCLUS. 

ALCIBIADES. 

So  when  a  Storm  blows  o'er, 
And  a  cairn  Breeze  has  fmooth'd  the  rugged  Deep, 
The  joyful  Mariners  can  fear  no  more  : 
But  thus  embrace, and  lull  theirCare?aflee[ 
Welcome  my  Life's  1'roteftor,  only  Friend. 
Hah  !  what  does  that  fad  Look,  and  Sigh  intend  ? 

Are  you,  Sir,  wounded  : 

P AFR  OCLUS. 

Yes,  too  deep,  I  fear, 
ALCIBIADES. 
Forbid  it,  Heaven  !  where  is't  ? 

PATROCL  US. 

Oh  here,  Sir,  here ; 

My  Soul  Js  pierc'd,  I'm  tortur'd  ev'ry  where  : 
Your  Friend  !  ah  let  that  Title  be  no  more ; 
Behold  me  as  a  Wretch  forlorn  and  poor. 

Imagine 
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Imagine  ev'ry  Form  of  Mifery  ; 

And  when  you've  fumm'd  up  all,  then  look  on  me. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Now  fome  bleft  Angel  to  my  Soul  reveal 
This  Doubt :  Can  he  be  wrong'd,  and  I  not  feel  ? 
Ah  !  kind  Patroclus,  this  fad  Silence  break. 

PATROCLUS. 

Oh,  Sir,  you  muft  not  hear,  nor  muft  I  fpeak. 
Paint  out  black  Horror  in  its  deepeft  Dread, 
And  Troops  of  Murder  hov'ring  o'er  your  Head; 
And  when  that  hideous  Mafque  of  Hell  you  fee, 
Think,  if  you  can,  that  they  came  all  from  me. 
ALCIBIADES. 

Confufion  !  how  my  Thoughts  begin  to  {tart ! 
A  new  unwonted  Heat  has  feiz'd  my  Heart, 
Something  unruly,  that  would  fain  get  place ; 
But  I'll  fubdu't.— Be  free,  kind  Friend,  alas ! 
Force  me  not  wrong  our  Friendlhip  and  your  Worth. 

PATROCLUS. 

That  Charm's  refiftlefs,  and  I  feel  'twill  forth. 
But  oh  it  muft  not ;  Duty  does  forbid  ; 
Yet  what's  my  Duty  if  my  Honour  bleed  ? 
Know  then, — now  that  this  ftubborn  Heart  would  break! 
My  cruel  Father — oh  I  dare  not  fpeak. 

ALCI BIADES. 

Hah! 

PATROCL  US. 
Led  by  fome  blind  mlftaken  Jealoufy, 
Heaps  Treafons  upon  you,  and  Shame  on  me. 
Jt  was  by  him  'Theramnes  made  Efcape, 
And  'twas  he  back'd  him  in  this  impious  Rape. 
But  oh  no  more  !  Shame  does  my  Words  fupprefs : 
Yet  think  what  he  will  do  that  durft  do  this. 
I'll  go  and  try  if  I  his  Rage  can  ftay  : 
I  may  divert  the  Stream  another  way.     [Exit  Patroclus. 
D  6  ALCI- 
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ALCIBIADES. 

Kind  Youth,  I  cannot  fear  thy  Father's  Hate : 
Ke  fells  his  Honour  at  too  cheap  a  Rate. 
What  have  I  done  that  could  be  call'd  a  Wrong  ? 
No,  I've  a  Guard  of  Innocence  too  ftrong ; 
Whilft  I  unfpotted  that  and  Friendship  bear, 
No  Danger  is  fo  great  that  I  need  fear. 

riMANDRA. 

Yet  be  not,  Sir,  regardlefs  of  my  Fears  ; 
Some  Pity  have  of  thefe  fad  Sighs  and  Tears, 
Whither,  oh  whither  would  your  Rafhnefs  lead; 
To  urge  a  Ruin  levell'd  at  your  Head ! 

let  us 

To  fome  Recefs  that's  fafe  and  humble  go  : 
Yimandra  can  bear  any  thing  with  you. 
Let  Int'reft  the  unfix'd  and  wav'ring  fway  ; 

With  us 

Love  lhall  fupply  what  Fortune  takes  away. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Sure  'tis  not  my  Timanelrrfs  Voice  I  hear : 
She  ne'er  had  Caufe  to  think  that  I  could  fear. 
Have  I  fo  many  Dangers  over  paft, 
Poorly  to  fhrink  from  Viilany  at  laft  ? 
No,  with  my  Innocence  I'll  brave  his  Hate, 
And  meet  it  in  a  free  undaunted  State  : 
See  all  with  Smiles,  as  fearlefs  and  as  gay, 
/is  infants  unconcern'd  at  Dangers  play. 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

Then  I'll  perform  what  to  my  Love  is  due ; 
Unfteddy  Doubts  be  gone,  blind  Fears  adieu  : 
J  were  unworthy  of  the  Heart  you  gave, 
Were  I  than  you  lefs  faithful,  or  lefs  brave. 
And  of  my  Courage  too  this  Proof  I'll  give, 
When  you  dare  meet  a  Death,  I'll  fcorn  to  live, 

Nor 


Nor  longer  be  a  VafTal  to  my  Fear  ; 

We'll  in  each  other's  Chance  a  Portion  bear. 

So  Fate  has  thus  at  leaft  fome  Kindnefs  fhown, 

Neither  can  wretched  be,  nor  bleft  alone.          [Exeunf. 

SCENE    III.     The  Camp. 

Enter  TISSAPHERNES  and  four  Villains.. 
FISSAPHERNES. 

Is't  done  ? 

i   VILLAIN. 

Sir,  to  a  Point  your  Will's  f ulfill'd ; 
Theramnef  Guards,  as  they  lay  drunk,  were  kilPd : 
Draxilla  too,  by  the  Ambulh  you  had  laid 
For  your  Retreat,  was  in  her  Flight  betray'd. 

riSSAPHERNES. 
Next,  as  from  me,  be  there  a  MefTage  fent, 
To  bid  my  Son  attend  me  in  my  Tent ; 
In's  Paflage  thither  you  may  feize  him,  fo 

Convey  him  to  the  Cave 

i  VILLAIN. 

— My  Lord,  we  go. 
riSSAPHERNES. 

Ye  are  the  beft  of  Rogues ;  but  difappear :  [Ex.  3  Vilt 
You  know  your  Bus'nefs :  So,  the  King  is  here. 

Enter  KING  and  QJJ  E  E  N  attended. 

KING. 

Lead  to  the  Grove 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Oh,  Sir,  there's  Treafon  in  the  Camp  ;  retreat, 
But  now  the  Guards  I  in  Confufion  met, 
Who  led  me  where  Tberamnes  I  beheld, 
The  late  Athenian  Captive  General,  kilPd. 
That  little  Breath  he  had  left,  h'employ'd  to  mew 
His  Honour,  and  his  Gallantry  to  you  j 

Treajfbns 
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Treafons  fo  ftrange  and  horrid  did  relate, 
As  would  feem  almoft  Treafon  to  repeat. 
But,  Sir,  you  have  no  longer  Safety  here : 
Secure  yourfelf,  and  leave  all  to  my  Care. 

KING. 

No  more  f  you  know  not  what  you  urge  me  to  ; 
Secure  myfelf !  am  I  a  King  or  no  ? 
The  Monarch,  who  when  Danger's  near  fits  down, 
Shews  but  a  feeble  Title  to  a  Throne : 
The  beft  Securities  in  Courage  are  ; 
We  but  fubfcribe  to  Treafons  which  we  fear. 
Be  free,  and  let  me  the  bold  Traitor  know, 
To  flem  the  Torrent  I  myfelf  will  go : 
In  State  I'll  meet  the  fond  capricious  Wretch, 
And  dare  him  with  that  Crown  which  he  would  fnatch. 
riSSAPHERNES. 

Alas,  dread  Sir,  force  me  not  to  declare, 
The  Name  would  wound  your  facred  Breaft  to  hear. 
I  in  revealing,  Honour  mould  offend : 
He  once  was  Noble,  Sir,  and  call'd  me  Friend. 
KING. 

How,  Sir,  your  Friend !  and  Traitor  to  my  Crown : 
Reveal  him,  or  his  Treafons  are  your  own. 

VIS  SJPHERNES. 

Alas,  but  muft  I ! 'tis  fo  foul  a  Deed, 

I  cannot  fpeak. 

KING. 
Hell,  Sir;  d'ye  play  ?  Proceed. 

riSSAPHERNES. 
Then  to  be  fhort,  he  you  fo  lately  ftrove 
T'engage  in  all  the  firmeft  Tyes  of  Love, 
He  whom  you  almoft  had  from  nothing  rais'd, 
And  on  the  higheft  Seats  of  Honour  plac'd  ; 
Has  thence  this  Ufe  of  all  your  Favours  fhown, 
To  make  'em  Steps  to  mount  into  your  Throne. 

KING. 
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KING. 

Defend  me  !  what  do  I  hear  I—- 
Sir, you  have  rais'd  a  Tumult  in  my  Breaft, 
Which  will  not  be  fo  fuddenly  appeas'd : 
By  Heav'ns,  fee  all  that  you  inform  be  true,  -y 

Or  may  all  Torments  which  to  th'  Damn'd  are  due,       C 
Light  on  me,  if  inflicted  not  on  you.  \ 

The  brave  Athenian  falfe  !  it  cannot  be  : 
His  Soul  ne'er  dreamt  of  fuch  Impiety. 
TISSAPHERNES. 
Sir,  y'are  unkind  if  you  fufpeft  me  falfe, 
I  never  yet  abus'd  your  Ears  with  Tales ; 
Had  I  fuch  myftick  Policy  purfu'd, 
Perhaps  I'd  now  been  kindlier  underftood. 

KING. 

Alas,  dear  Friend,  mifconftrue  not  my  Zeal, 
Weigh  not  my  Paflions  in  nice  Reafon's  Scale. 
Who  would  believe  a  King  fhould  blindly  place 
His  Love  fo  firmly,  for  Returns  fo  bafe  ? 
Rack  me  no  more,  but  the  dark  Scruple  clear : 
My  Soul's  in  a  Convulfion  till  I  hear. 

riSSAPHERNES. 
Yes,  Sir,  'tis  he,  and  thus  his  Plots  were  laid. 
Th'  Account  I  from  the  dying  Captive  had  ; 
.  Whom  he  with  Liberty  had  brib'd,  to  join 
With  him  in  this  his  treacherous  Defign  : 
1  his  Night  with  th'  Enemy  your  Camp  t'invade, 
On  Promife  it  mould  be  by  him  betray 'd. 
Which  when  the  gallant  Captive  did  difdain, 
He  was  to  Combat  dar'd,  and  by  him  flain. 
If  you  infift  on  farther  Evidence, 
Theratnnes*  murder'd  Guards  enough  convince  : 
Hence  you  my  farther  Confirmation  have. 

KING. 

Be  bold  ;  fpeak  what  thou  knowefl— 
4  VILLAIN. 

— When  to  relieve 
The 
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The  Captive's  Guards,  I  by  Command  was  fent, 
I  found  'em  murder'd  at  the  Door  o'th'  Tent. 
In  one  of  'em  fome  Life  did  yet  remain, 
Who  told  me  they  were  by  our  General  {lain, 
'Caufe  they-  Theramnes*  Freedom  had  deny'd. 
More  he  had  faid,  but  at  thefe  Words  he  dy'd. 

KING. 

It  was  enough.     Treafon,  how  dark  art  thou  ? 
In  Shapes  more  various  than  e'er  Proteus  knew. 
By  Heav'n  I'll  make  him  bafe,  defpis'd  and  poor, 
More  wretched  than  e'er  Monfter  was  before, 
Naked,  and  ftript  of  all  his  Dignities, 
I'll  lay  his  odious  Crimes  before  his  Eyes. 
Then  when  his  Mind  is  lab'ring  with  Regret, 
To  make  his  Infamy  the  more  compleat, 
Some  common  Slave  mail  on  him  Juftice  do, 
And  fend  his  Soul  among  the  Damn'd  below. 

Guards  wait  on  him [To  TifTaphernes. 

Go  e'er  my  Love  return  and  I  repent, 
And  feize  upon  the  Traitor  in  his  Tent. 
A  fpeedy  Vengeance  beft  befits  this  Wrong, 
'Twere  too  much  Mercy  to  delay  it  long. 

Enter  ALCIBIADES  and  TIMANDRA. 

ALCIBIADES. 
This  way's  the  King  ? 

TISSAPHERNES. 
He's  here  leapt  into  th'  Net. 
Thus,  Sir,  the  King  falutes  you.  [Guards  feize  Ale. 

ALCIBIADES. 
Slaves,  retreat. 

TIMANDRA. 
Alas,  my  Lord  ! 

TISSAPHERNES. 

— Sir,  'tis  the  King's  Command, 
The  leaft  of  'em  I  never  durit  withitand. 

ALCI- 
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ALCIBIADES. 

But,  Sir,  what  Meaning  can  this  Ufage  bear  ? 

riSSAPHERNES. 
The  King,  Sir,  quickly  all  your  Doubts  will  clear. 

KING. 
Away  with  him,  thou  Poifon  to  my  Eyes. 

ALCIBIADES. 
The  bafeft  Wretch  not  unconvidled  dies. 
Sir,  let  me  know  what  'tis  that  1  have  done, 
Unworthy  of  my  Honour  or  your  Crown. 
If  in  your  Caufe  who'd  fpend  his  deareft  Blood, 
And  is,  to  be  your  meaneit  Vaflal,  proud, 
No  greater  Welfare  than  in  yours  does  know, 
Jf  he  be  an  Offender,   I  am  fo. 
KING. 

How  cunningly  he  would  feem  innocent, 
And  gild  with  Flattery  his  foul  Intent ! 
Thus  Traitors  in  their  Fall  are  like  the  Sun, 
Who  ftill  looks  faireft  at  his  going  down. 
'Sdeath,  Sir,  do  you  believe  me  Child  or  Fool, 
Whom  ev'ry  fawning  Word  or  Toy  can  rule  ? 
By  Heav'n  I'll  let  you  fee,  Sir,  your  Miftake ; 
Hence  with  the  Traitor  quickly  to  the  Rack. 
ALCIBIADES. 

Sir,  hear  me  fpeak 

KING. 

What  is't  that  you  can  fay, 

Who  would  my  Crown  and  your  own  1  ruft  betray  f 
When  you  from  Prifon  fet  the  Captive  free, 
Bafely  to  win  him  to  your  Treachery  : 
Whom,  when  on  him  your  Plots  could  nothing  do, 
You  kilPd,  '"caufe  he  more  Honour  had  than  you. 

ALCIBIADES. 
Ey  all  above,  Sir,  f  am  innocent : 
I  ne'er  knew  what  the  Thought  of  Treafon  meant. 
But  know  from  whence  this  Jealoufy  you  drew, 
From  him  that  hates  me,  and  abufes  you  : 

Tberamnn 
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Theramne*  had  his  Liberty  from  hence  :  [ToTiflaphernes, 
And  for  Defigns  fo  bafe 

riSSAPHERNES. 

Oh  Impudence ! 

To  what  prodigious  Height  will  Treafon  climb  ! 
Dare  you,  Sir,  charge  me  with  your  heavy  Crime  ? 
Old  as  I  am,  my  Sword  mail  do  me  right. 
But— 

ALCIBIADES. 

— Monfler  hence,  and  them  that  fear  thee  fright : 
Think'ft  thou  to  play  with  the  black  Deeds  th'aft  done  I 
Were  I  but  free,  tho'  naked  and  alone, 
Thou  too  defended  by  a  defp'rate  Crew, 
And  all  indeed  more  near  being  damn'd  than  thou  j 
This  fingle  Arm  mould  prove  my  Caufe  is  good, 
And  chronicle  my  Honour  in  their  Blood. 

KING. 

Is't  thus,  Sir,  you  would  plead  your  Innocence  ? 
Think  you  t'outbrave  us  with  your  Impudence  I 
Once  more  the  Traitor  to  his  Tortures  bear. 

3JJEEN. 

But,  Sir,  your  Juftice  now  is  too  fevere. 
'Twere  an  ill  Triumph  after  Victories, 
To  make  the  Conqueror  the  Sacrifice  ; 
That  Gallantry  fome  Privilege  may  plead. 

KING. 

His  Treafons  are  too  plain,  and  open  laid, 
And  all  his  Merits  weigh'd  againil  them  light. 

$JU  E  E  N. 

Should  we  him  guilty  of  worfe  Crimes  admit, 
And  that  in's  Death  you'd  worthieft  Juftice  fhevv, 
Yet  to  forgive's  the  nobler  of  the  two. 

KING. 

When  Deidamia  pleads,  I  can't  deny  : 
tjis  Doom's  this  time  recalPd,  he  mail  not  die ; 

But 
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But  (robb'd  of  all  his  Joys)  let  him  be  fent 

To  a  perpetual  Imprifonment ; 

His  '1  reafures  rifled,  and  his  Wife  a  Slave. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Here  on  my  Knees  let  me  one  Favour  crave. 
What-ever  Fate  you  have  defign'd  for  me, 
It  is  embrac'd  :   but,  tir,  let  her  be  free  ; 
let  all  the  Weight  of  the  alledg'd  Offence 
Light  upon  me  j  wrong  not  her  Innocence. 

TIMANDRA. 

How  mean  and  abject  is  your  Courage  now ! 
Think  you  that  I  dare  fuffer  lefs  than  you  ? 
No,  Sir  ;  in  this  he  has  no  Right  to  plead ; 
Whate'er  you  think  either  has  merited, 
Let  equal  Juftice  on  us  both  be  mown  : 
And  as  we  are,  fo  let  our  Fates  be  one. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Thou  Wonder  of  thy  Sex.  • • 

KING. 

I'll  hear  no  more : 

How  dare  you  tempt  an  angry  Monarch's  Pow'r  > 
But  fince  his  Fate  fo  gratefully  you  efteem  ; 
Let  her  be  Prisoner  too,  but  far  from  him. 
He  muft  not  be  fo  happy  to  have  her, 
For  Fetters  would  be  Bleffings  were  fhe  there. 
Go,  fee  ye  execute  our  Orders  ftraight. 

riMANDRA. 

Thus  we  with  Smiles  will  entertain  our  Fate. 
My  deareft  Lord,  farewel ;  let  not  a  Sigh 
Or  Tear  proclaim  we  grieve,  our  Parting's  nigh. 
Were  it  to  quit  our  Happinefs  a  Pain, 
Joy  were  not  then  a  Blefling,  but  a  Chain. 
No,  let  us  part  as  dying  Martyrs  do, 
Who  leave  this  1  ,ife  only  to  gain  a  new. 

Grief 


\ 
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Grief  equally  ignoble  were  as  vain, 
Since  we  at  leaft  in  Heav'n  fhall  meet  again. 
ALCIBIADES. 

So  from  their  Oracles  the  Deities 
Inftrucl  the  ignorant  World  in  Myfteries. 
But,  part!  that  Word  would  make  a  Saint  defpair. 
Obedience  cannot  be  a  Virtue  here. 
If  fo,  ye  Gcds,  ye  have  fuch  Precepts  giv'n, 
That  an  Example  would  confound  your  Heav'n  : 
Duties  beyond  Omnipotence  you  enjoin ; 
Can  you  forfake  \  our  Heav'n,  or  I  leave  mine  ? 
Till  when  thus,  King,  I'm  fix'd  beyond  remove, 
"With  all  the  cements  of  an  endlefs  Love. 
Kill  me,  thou  yet  malt  of  thy  Ends  defpair, 
My  Soul  fhall  wait  upon  her  ev'ry  where, 
Nay  I'd  not  fly  to  Heav'n  till  me  came  there. 
KING. 

Shall  I  thus  fee  myfelf  out-brav'd  ?  Away, 
He  is  a  Traitor  that  but  feems  to  flay. 

[Alcibiades /natc&es  a  Sword  from  one  of  the  Guards  *> 

ALCIBIADES. 
Now  I  am  arm'd,  Death  to  that  Wretch  that  flirs. 

KING. 

Sir,  do  not  think  to  look  us  into  Fears  ? 
Bifarm  him,  Guards,or  kill  him.  [They fight  and difarm  him. 

TISSAPHERNES. 

Pufh  home,  ye  Dogs 

ALCIBIADES. 

Sordid  Slaves. 

Thus  ev'ry  Afs  the  helplefs  Lion  braves. 
Adieu,  divineft  of  thy  Sex,  adieu  ! 
I  never  thought  that  i  could  part  till  now. 
Now  1  deferve  the  woril  Fate  has  in  iiore, 
That  in  fo  brave  a  Caufe  Ihould  do  no  more. 

[The  Guards  offer  to  lead  him  iff. 
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Yet  flay,  one  look.     Thus  does  the  Needle  fleer 
To  his  lov'd  North,  and  fain  would  come  more  near; 
When  in  the  eager  Profpeft  of  his  Joy, 
He  is  by  fome  rude  Artifl  fnatch'd  away. 

Farewell 

TIMANDRA. 
Farewel,  and  if  your  Memory 
Ere  trouble  you  with  fuch  a  thing  as  I", 
Let  not  a  Sigh  come  from  you,  but  believe 
I'd  rather  be  forgot,  than  you  fhou'd  grieve. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Such  Worth  mail  in  each  Temple  have  a  Shrine 
What,  to  regain  her,  would  I  not  refign  ? 
But  Ihe's  too  heav'nly  to  be  longer  mine. 

[Exeunt  federal  ways  guarded ,  looking  back  at  each  other, 

KING. 

She's  gone,  but  oh  what  mighty  Charms  there  lie 
Couch'd  in  the  narrow  Circle  of  an  Eye  ! 
Had  (he  but  ftaid  another  Minute  here, 
I  had  worn  (.  hams,  and  been  her  Prifoner: 
And  ftill  i  fear  my  Heart  is  not  my  own  ;  ^ 

For  if  fo  bright  when  to  a  Dungeon  gone,  > 

How  would  ihe  ihine  triumphant  on  aThrone  ?  [Exit.  } 

QUEEN. 

So,  now  or  never  mull  my  Love  fucceed  ; 
Vainly,  weak  King,  haft  thou  his  Doom  decreed. 
In  this  beginning  of  his  Fall  th'ait  iliown 
But  the  imperfect  Figure  of  thy  own. 
Few  nours  remain  'twixt  thee  and  Deftiny, 
Till  when  grow  dull  in  thy  security. 
Yimandra's  and  thy  Death  is  one  Defign  ; 
Then  if  a  ^ro.vn  can  tempt  him,  he  is  mine.         [Exit. 
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TlSSAPHERNES  folus. 

TISSJPHERNES. 
OW  like  a  Lion  on  my  Prey  I'll  feaft  ; 


Revenge,  thou  Solace  to  a  troubled  Breaft  ! 
Could  but  Theramnes  in  Elizium  know, 
How  would  his  Ghoft  rejoice  at  what  J  do  ! 

[Theramnes's  Ghoft  rtfes, 
GHOST. 
Oh  no  - 

TISSJPHERNES. 
Death,  what  is  that  I  hear  and  fee  ! 
Begone,  dull  Ghoft;  if  thou  art  damn'd,  what's  thattome? 

GHOST. 

From  deepeft  Horror  of  eternal  Night, 
Where  Souls  in  everlafting  Torments  groan, 
Where  howling  Fiends  lie  chain'd,and  where's  no  Light, 
But  thickeft  Darknefs  covers  ev'ry  one, 
I  come  to  warn  thee,  Mortal,  of  thy  Sin  ; 
Short  time  is  here  left  for  thee  to  remain  ; 
5Twere  fit  that  thy  Repentance  foon  begin, 
For  think  what  'tis  to  live  in  endlefs  Pain. 
Farewel  -  \Defcends. 

TlSSAPHERNES. 
'Twas  an  odd  Speech  ;  but  be  it  fo  : 
Pirn  ;  Hell  itfelf  trembles  at  what  I  do; 
And  its  Submiffion  better  to  exprefs, 
Sends  this  Ambaffador  to  make  its  Peace. 

Let 
8 
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Let  idle  Fears  the  Superfluous  awe ; 
With  me  my  Refolution  is  a  Law. 
Repentance  now  would  be  too  late  begun : 
Ages  can't  expiate  what  I  have  done. 
And  if  below  for  Souls  fuch  Torments  are, 
Methinks  there's  yet  fome  Brav'ry  in  Defpair. 
The  eafy  King  looks  little  in  his  State, 
His  Cr  wn  is  for  his  Head  too  great  a  Weight ; 
But  I  will  eafe  him,  and  adorn  this  Hrow. 
Thus  to  my  Aims  no  >  imits  I'll  allow. 
Revenge,  Ambition,  all  that's  ill,  mall  be 
My  Sus'neis;  fo  !'ll  baffle  Deiliny. 

Hell!  No 

I'll  aft  fuch  Things  whilft  here  I  have  Abode, 
Till  my  own  Trophies  raife  me  to  a  God. 

Enter  QJJ  E  E  N. 

QUEEN. 

Now  fuch  an  Engine  is  it  I  would  have, 
I  know  he  is  a  Traitor,  and  is  brave. 
I'll  bait  him  with  Ambition  that  mail  move ; 
Then  if  complacent  to  my  Ends  he  prove, 
In  feeming  to  comply  with  his  Defign, 
I'll  make  him  but  an  Initrument  to  mine  : 
For  when  Succefs  me  to  my  Wilhes  calls, 
I'll  make  him  oiT,  and  then  unpropt  he  falls. 
My  Lord 

riSSAPHERNES. 
Madam. 

QUEEN. 

My  Father  lov'd  you  well, 
I've  heard  him  oft  of  your  Atchievements  tell ; 
When  in  his  Camp  fuch  gallant  Deeds  you  wrought, 
And  always  Victory  and  Triumph  brought. 

ris 


^2,  ALCIBIADES. 

riSSAPHERNES. 

Madam,  your  Father  was  all  good  and  juft. 
QUEEN. 

He  could,  why  may  not  I,  your  Honour  trull  ? 
TISSAPHERNES. 

You  wrong  it  elfe,  your  Father  lives  in  you  j 
As  I  was  his,  I  am  your  Champion  too. 
Tho'  old,  againft  your  Foes  this  --word  (hall  plead 
Your  Right ;  name  but  your  Traitor,  and  he's  dead. 
QUEEN. 

Nay,  Sir,  the  Traitor's  not  alone  my  Foe, 
His  Injuries  extended  are  to  you, 
To  you  to  whom  he  owes  all  he  enjoys, 
Yet  bafely  him  that  gave  him  Growth  deflroys ; 
Whilft  for  his  Ills  he  would  his  Kindnefs  plead, 
To  heap  your  Honours  on  your  Rival's  Head. 
Rally  your  Courage  up,  if  you  are  brave, 
And  at  once  mine,  and  your  own  Honour  fave. 
riSSAPHERNES. 

Your  Majefty  would  mean  the  King.     D'ye  try 
My  Refolution,  or  my  Loyalty  ? 
QUEEN. 

Your  Courage,  Sir,  is  known  ;  your  Loyalty, 
If  you  have  any,  you'll  find  due  to  me. 
Thro'  me  thefe  Honours  you  in  Sparta  bore, 
And  'twas  my  Father  made  you  great  before. 
Now  know  it  is  the  King,  whofe  perjur'd  Soul 
Has  done  me  Injuries  fo  bafe  and  foul. 
That  all  that's  good  will  blufh  at ;  his  Vows  pail 
To  me,  all  in  another's  Love  arejoft. 
Nay,  with  my  Honour  too  my  Life  muft  bleed ;          p 
He  with  the  Gen'ral's  has  my  Fall  decreed,  > 

To  take  the  fair  rimandra  to  his  Hed.  J 

Let's  go  furprize  him  now  he's  full  of  Wine, 
Revenue  me  on  his  Life,  his  Lrovvn  is  thine. 

TIS- 


ALCIBIA'DES. 


Madam,  indeed  the  Injuries  you  feel 
Cry  loud  ;  nor  do  I  tamely  fee  my  III. 
But  you  muft  fwear  to  me  you  will  be  true, 

QUEEN. 
By  all  that's  holy  I'll  be  fo  to  you, 

TISSAPHERNES. 
I'll  do't  ;  but,  Madam,  know,  I  undertake 
To  hazard  Life  and  Honour  for  your  Sake  ; 
Should  you  betray  me  - 

QUEEN. 

Nay,  now  you  are  un  kinder  than  before. 
To  my  firft  Oath  I'll  add  a  Million  more. 

TISSAPHERNES. 
And  you  will  ftill  be  mindful  of  the  Crown  ? 

QUEEN. 
Had  he  ten  thoufand,  they  were  all  your  own, 

TISS4PHERNES. 
This  then's  his  Fate  ;  pity  a  Crime  were  here  : 
He  (han't  have  Time  enough  to  make  a  Pray'r. 

[Draws  G  Dagger, 
QUEEN. 

Be  bold  ;  and  profper  in  thy  brave  Defign  ; 
And  when  hisDeath's  perform'd,  the  next  is  thine. 

TISSAPHERNES. 
This  Trap  was  dang'roufly  and  fubtly  lay'd, 
But  I  am  not  fo  eafily  betray'd. 
Her  Love  to  Alcibiades  I  know  ; 
Her  Woman  for  me  did  that  Kindnefs  do  : 
And  fiiKe  ihe  is  fo  good  at  the  Defign, 
1  11  to  oblige  her  give  her  one  of  mine. 
My  zealous  urging  of  her  Oath  was  done, 
Wot  to  prevent  her  Plots,  but  hide  my  own, 
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I'll  cherim  her  in  all  that  (he  pretends, 

£o  make  her  Aims  but  Covers  to  my  tends. 

For  when  I'm  feated  on  the  Spartan  Throne^ 

;33oth  her  and  all  her  Treafons  1*11  difown  : 

Prove  both  her  Judge  and  her  Accufer  too, 

And  on  her  my  firft  Aft  of  Juftice  do. 

So  all  my  Doubts  and  Fears  will  be  o'er-paft, 

And  by  her  Fall  I  fix  myfelf  more  fail.  [Exit. 

An  Apartment ',  with  a  Chair  of  State,  and  by  it  a  Table ^ 
with  the  Crown  and  Sceptre \ 
Enter  KING  and  L  OR  D  s, 

KING. 

My  Lords,  no  more,  we've  drank  too  deep  !  I'd  now 
A  while  be  private. 

LORDS. 
Royal  Sir,  we  go.  [Ex.  Lords* 

KING. 

Boy  take  thy  Lute,  and  with  a  pleafmg  Air 
Appeafe  my  Sorrows  and  delude  my  Care.     [&'//  dowi 

SONG. 

Princes  that  rule,  and  Empires  fway> 

How  iranjttory  is  their  State  ! 
Sorrows  the  Glories  do  allay, 

And  ricbeft  Crowns  have  greatejl  Weight « 

IT. 

SThe  mighty  Monarch  Treafon  fears, 

Ambitious  thoughts  within  him  ravt ; 
His  Life  all  D  if  content  and  Cares, 

And  be  at  heft  is  but  a  Slayt. 

III. 

painty  we  think  witb  fond  Delight 

To  e-f/f  tht  Burden  of  our  Cares  ; 
^^c/.j  Grtif  r.  Jccond  does  invite, 

And  Sorrows  are  each  other's  Heirs, 

IV, 
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IV. 

,  my  Honour  I'll  maintain, 
Be  Gallant,  Generous^  and  Brave, 
And  when  I  Quietude  would  gain, 
At  leajl  I  fnd  it  in  the  Grave. 

[The  King  falls  afleep. 

^Enter  Qu  E  E  N  and  TISSAPHERNES  with  a  Dagger* 

$JJ  E  EN. 

He  fleeps ;  now  let  the  fatal  Deed  be  done. 
Hah  !  what  are  thefe,  the  Sceptre  and  the  Crown! 
So  did  the  droufy  Bragofl  fleep,  when  he 
Loft  the  rich  Fruits  of  the  Hefperian  Tree. 
Piril  we'll  fecure  his  Crown,  and  then  he  dies. 

[Takes  up  the  Crown. 
Thus  Pm  difcharg'd  of  all  my  Promifes. 
Take  this,  and  if  I  claim  your  Promife  too, 

[Puts  it  on  his  Head. 
Y'are  King,  and  Juilice  is  your  Duty  now. 

Come,  by  his  Fall — 

This  your  firft  Step  to  Glory  folemnize, 
I'll  make  you  King,  make  him  my  Sacrifice. 

TISSAPHERNES. 
I'll  do't,  but  flay —         [Advances  towards  the  King* 

QVEEN. 

t Nay,  quickly  to  him  go  ; 

Sir,  he  expects  no  Ceremony  now. 

riSSAPHERNES. 

Thus  then  I hah  !  how  alter'dam  I  grown  ! 

1  ftand  amaz'd,  and  dare  not  venture  on. 
There  is  in  Majefty  a  fecret  Charm, 
That  puts  a  Fetter  on  a  Traitor's  Arm : 
I  cannot  do't.— — - 

$JL7  E  E  N. 
Then  look  on  her  thai;  dares. 

defpicable  is  the  Man  that  fears ! 

E  3  Give 
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-Give  me  the  fatal  Inflrument  cf  Death  ; 

[Takes  the  Dagger  from  him. 
Myfelf  will  in  his  Heart  this  Dagger  iheathe : 
Then  blufh  to  think,  if  e'er  the  World  would  know, 
That  a  frail  Woman  durft  do  more  than  you. 
Courage-— he  fmiles, —   ^    [Advances  towards  the  King, 
jSome  pleafing  Dreams  his  Fancy  entertain  i 
Oh  it  were  Pity  he  mould  wake  again. 
Thus,  King,  thy  Life  and  Empire  I  command  : 
Accept  this  from  thy  Deidamias  Hand.         [Stabs  him* 

KING, 

Hah,  murder'd !  Deidamia^  and  by  you  -' 
What  is't  that  faithlefs  Woman  will  not  do  ? 
Henceforth  all  Loyalty  and  Love  farewel. 
When  After-Ages  (hall  this  Story  tell, 
'Twill  be  a  Truth  too  fad  to  be  receiv'dj 
Nor  mail  the  World  be  by  itfelf  believ'd, 
Did  I  for  this  ev'n  Crown  and  Empire  quit, 
To  lay  all  my  Ambition  at  your  Feet ; 
When  at  the  Altar  ftrifteft  Vows  I  paid  ? 
Nor  were  they  with  lefs  Zeal  perfornVd  than  made, 
I  lov'd  you  far  above  that  Life  y'ave  fpilt, 
Till  ev'n  my  Paflion  was  become  my  Guilt* 
1  for  your  fake  deprived  Heav'n  of  its  due, 
Took  Adoration  thence  to  pay  it  you. 
And  muft  this  be  th*  Reward  for  ail  We  done  ? 
Yet  I  Ihall  have  this  Comfort  when  I'm  gone, 
That  I  no  longer  mail  with  thee  remain, 
JSut  die  in  hopes  we  ne'er  mall  meet  again*          [Z>/Vj« 

QVEEN. 
He's  gone,  and  now,  my  Lord 

TJS  S  A?  HE  RNES. 

Oh,  what  is't  you  have  done  ? 
%.  while  lay  your  unruly  Paffions  down. 

View 


?\v  but  the  fvveet  Compofure  of  that  Face, 
•    here  Grandeur  fat  attended  by  each  Grace  : 

o\v  thcrfc  grim  Death  his  ghaitly  R.evels  keep?, 
.ind  pallid  Horror  o'er  each  FeaturS  creeps. 
Weep,  Ma-dam,  ween,  to  think  your  Rage  has  giv'rx 
That  Blow,  which  robs  the  World  to  enrich  iieav'n,' 
Oh  my  dear  Lord,  that  e'er  I  liv'd  to  know 
This  Day  !  Madam,  1  can't  conceal  it. 
QUEEN, 
•  -  -Say  you  To  ? 
£ut,  Sir,  T  fcorn  to  be  betrayM'by  you. 
|/&  fbs  Nojjt  of  People  entrihg,  t'hn*vjs  a:wty  the  /.-  - 
tktxfalli  tipon  her  Kiteei,  attd  laps  kold  of  i'iiTaph 
the*  f  peaks  * 

TOafort,  Tfierfbrl, 

*ave  fhe4  jay  i 


The  P  evil!—  - 

QUEEN, 

And  robb'd  the  World  of  all  that's  great  and  good> 
JJut  you  mult  feqk  my  Life  ;  Oh  Pity  take, 
Jf  not  for  mine,  at  leaft  for  Virtue's  fake  I 

VIS  SAPHERNES. 
Hell  and  f  lagues  !  -- 

3JJEEN. 

But  why  do  I  name  that?  for  all  that  e'er 
The  World  had  left  of  it,  lies  murder'd  there, 
TIS  S4PHERNES. 
Very  fine. 
$JJ  E  E  N. 

Vet  tho'  you  Ve  robb'd  him  of  his  Life,  fave  mine  \ 
I'll  live  to  aik  Heav'n  Pardon  for  your  Sin. 

T'l  SSAPHERNES. 
So,  now  I'll  flop  your  Mouth. 

[Breaks  from  her,  and  takes  up  the  Dagger. 
E  3  3J7EEN. 
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$JJEE  N. 

Help!  Murder!  Treafon!  help! 
Enter  LORDS. 

i  LORD. 

How,  Tijfephernes,  arm'd  againft  the  Queen  ;i 
What  means  this  Pofture,  S;r  ? 


£  E  N. 

Oh  noble  Lord, 

If  e'er  your  Pity  could  a  Tear  afford, 
Weep  down  an  Ocean  there  ;  behold  the  Spring. 
Of  Sfarta's  Hopes  lies  murder Jd  in  her  King. 
And  had  not  I  the  Traitor's  Rage  vvithftood, 
He  with  my  Hufband's  too  had  mix'd  my  Blood. 
See  where  he  guilty  flands, 

LORD. 

Great  jigis  fiain  J 

By  Ttfiaf b*rnti  too  ? 

QU E  E  N. 

Yes,  he  to  gain 

The  Spartan.Crown,  this  bloody  Deed  has  done* 
See  he  already  has  ufurpt  the  Crown  ; 
His  hot  Ambition  could  not  bear  Delays, 
But  on  the  Royal  Spoils  thus  proudly  preys  ; 
lufults  in's  Treafon. 

TIS  SAP  HERN  E  S. 

1  am  now  run  down 

So  far,  that  all  Hopes  of  Recovery's  gone  ; 
But,  Madam,  can  you  dare  to  lay  this  Guilt 
On  me/  was't  not  by  you  his  Blood  was  fpilt  ? 

QUEEN. 

By  me  !  bafe  Wretch,  would  thy  Impiety 
Lay  this  inhumane  Regicide  on  me  ? 
J  wound  this  Breafl  ?  ah,  deareiV  Saint,  too  well 
I  knew  thy  Worth  !  \lVeep*. 
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riSSJPHERNE  S. 
Death  !   (he'll  be  Queen  of  Hell : 
Pluto  will  grow  in  love  with  her  for  this. 

LORD. 

My  Lord,  Trenfon's  above  all  Pardon. 
TISS4PHERNES. 

'Tis. 

LORD. 

Then,  Sir,  to  Juftice. 
riSSAPHERNES. 

$o,  thus  I  deny.  .  [Prefentt  hit  Daggtri 

I  liv'd  not  by  it,  nor  will  by  it  die. 
Was  it  for  this  my  Stratagems  I  laid 
To  ruin  her,  to  be  by  her  betray'd  ? 
Curfe  on  my  narrow  Fate  ;  but  yet  to  (hew 
That  I  love  Murder  too  as  well  as  you, 

Thus,  perjur'cl  Queen 

[Offers  to  jJab  the  Queen ,  but  is  hindered  ly  the  Lords. 

3JJE  E  N. 

See,  how  hs'd  dill  purfue 
&is  Treafon  !  hence  to  juilice  with  him  go: 
Hourly  let  on  the  Rack  his  Pains  encreafe, 
Till  he  the  Horror  of  his  GuiU  confefs. 

riSSAPHERNES. 

That  (hall  not  need.     I'll  own  the  Deed  as  mine, 
But  glory  in't,  it  was  a  brave  Defign. 
The  King  kill'd  !  and  T  ruin'd  I   to  compleat 
Thy  Luft,  all  by  one  Stratagem,  was  great ! 
So.  great,  that  for  its  fake 
I  can  with  Satisfaction  yield  my  Breath, 
Elfe  I  mould  take  no  Pleafure  in  my  Death. 
But  ere  i  go,  be  pleas  d  to  entertain 
The  laft  kind  Precepts  of  a  dying  Man. 
Be  bloody,  falfc,  revengeful,  luftful,  all 
That  can  be  found  recorded  on  tlell's  Roll 

E  4  Embrace 
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Embrace  j  where»e*er  you  rifmg  Virtue  fee, 

Down  with  it,  and  fet  up  impiety, 

Make  that  your  Theme,  leave  nothing  ill  undone, 

So  copy  yijfopbtrxet  when  he's  gone  j 

Who  leaves  this  Counfel  as  a  Legacy  : 

*Tis  my  Religion,  and  I'll  in  it  die,    [Exit  TiL  guarded* 


Hence  with  the  Wretch  -  - 
Mean  while  to  my  dead  Lord  I'll  Sorrows  pay* 
And  after  hid  figh  my  own  Life  away,  [IT**  Lt>rdt» 

Eo,  now  they  are  gone  —  —Hah,  who  comes  there  ? 

Eater  A  R  D  E  L  L  A« 


'  lis  f. 
QJUS8N. 

Cfi  that  thing  caft  ba^k  fta  %fl  ! 
*  rww  orir;9  a  ICIrtg,  but  ihank  thefe  llftfids  new 
•Nay,  ft«if  t  not,  Vffitpkiriui  too  is  ^«n@  » 
Hi*  Tit  ft/Mi  s^i  Are  thifte  as  ft 


You  arc  too  kind 


See  ftra'ght  a  Draught  prepar'd, 
/  nd  Murderers ;  Timandra.  next  muft  fall  ? 
You  know  our  Will,  let  it  be  done. 

—  It  fhall.  \Exeunt  fwerally, 

SCENE     II,     A  darken* d  Tent. 
^JMANDRA  afiecp  upon  a  Couch ,  a  Spirit  comes  andjings* 

MERLIN. 

Gems,  my  Sal  la,  come  away, 
fty  Merlin  calls. 

$  ALL  A,  within. 
Whither  ? 

ME.R  LI&. 
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MER-LIN. 

Hither  ;  we've  no  Bujinefs  To-day  : 
And  where  Innocence Jleeps  we  fecurely  may  play. 

SAL  LA. 

I  come.  [Enter?. 

MERLIN. 

So  welcome  my  DtW, 

But  firft  let's  difperfe  the  black  Clouds  that  are  herd 

BOTH. 

Round  about  this  Place  we  range, 
And  its  gloomy  Darknefs  change 
To  a  bright  delightful  Grove, 
A  proper  Scene  for  happy  Love. 

The  Scene  changes  to  Elyxium'. 

MERLIN. 

Next,  to  divert  this  Fair  One,  all 
Our  wing'd  Companions  we'll  call, 
And  the  Air  for  Mufeck  charm, 
Whilft  they  their  Mcafures  here  perform. 

BOTH. 

Come  all  ye  bright  Forms  that  inhabit  the  Air, 
And  eafe  with  your  Pleafitres  the  Cares  of  the  Fair 
Here  frvlick  and  Jkip,  Oh  n(,  longer  delay  ! 
But  let  each  clap,   his   Wings ',  and  away. 

Several  Spirits  of  the  Air,  defcend,  and  dance. 

SAL  LA. 

Now  let  us  dif cover  the  Manjtons  cfReft, 
Where  Lovers  with  eternal  Jys  are  blejl. 

[A* glorious  Temple  appears  ia  the  Air,  where  the  Spirits 
of  the  Happy  are  feated.l 

See,  Fair  One.  fee,  not  long  ere  you 
To  tho/e  glorious  Seats  Jhall  go. 
E  5 
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Another  SPIRIT. 
The  luftful  Queen  thirfts  for  your  Blood,  . 
And  you  are  for  the  World  too  good. 

MERLIN. 

Norjballyou  come  alone,  your  Lover  too 
Muft  meet  a  Fate  the  fame  with  you. 

SAL  LA. 

But  here  your  Troubles  all  Jh  all  ceafe, 
'Tis  the  Seat  of  endlefs  Blifs. 

CHORUS. 

Here  in  endlsfs  Pleafures  they 
Keep  eternal  Holy  day. 
Here  they  revel,  fport,  and  are 
Cr'own'd  with  Joys  ft  ill  new  and  rare  \ 
Their  Pleafures  too  can  never  die, 
But  like  themfelves  have  Immortality, 

MERLIN. 

See  the  kind  Spirits  fmile,  and  now 
They'll  blefs  her  with  a  nearer  View. 

[The  whole  Body  of  the  Temple  moves  downward, 

CHORUS. 

Defcend,  oh  ye  Glories  defcend  ! 
Who  with  BleJJings  eternal  are  crown*d  $ 
TV  this  Nymph  your  kind  Influence  lend, 
Whilft  the  Spheres  all  with  Harmony  refouna. 

MERLIN. 

She  wakes  ;   let  the  Apparition  go  ; 
By  fb'  Damp  upon  my  Wings  I  know 
Something  ill  is   drawing  near  ; 
Come,  Salla,  come  away  ;  oh  come  away,  my  Dear* 

They  all  vaniJJj,  and  the  Scene  changes  again  to  the  Tent. 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

I've  had  a  Dream  might  make  a  Lover  bleft ; 
Oh  fweet  Delights  of  everlafting  Rell ! 

[Queen  appears  at  the  Entrance. 
How's 
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How's  this !  the  Queen  ?  what  can  her  coming  mean  £ 

3JJEEN. 

Ardella,  with  the  Ruffians  here  remain  ; 
I'll  in,  and  with  {oft  Words  her  Temper  try; 
If  without  him  flie'll  live,  (he  mall  not  die. 

Madam  ! • 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

Your  Fleafure  J 

QUEEN. 

Oft  I've  heard  y'are  brave  ; 
But  the  beft  Proof  of  Gallantry  you  gave, 
When  of  your  noble  Lord  you  were  bereft, 
And  fuch  a  Blifs  with  fo  rare  Patience  left. 

riMANDRA. 

Madam,  our  Flames  a  nobler  PaiSon  rules 
Than  Fondnefs,  th'  idle  Guilt  of  wavering  Fools; 
Our  Loves  knew  a  far  higger  Excellence, 
Than  the  half  Pleafures  of  a  Minute's  Senfe. 

QUEEN. 

Then  you  may  love,  fince  you  can  with  him  part* 
He  has  made  a  Conqueft  o'er  my  tender  Heart.  • 
Love  governs  here  ;  and  fince  my  Hufband's  dead, 
Fate  and  my  choiceft  Wishes  have  decreed, 
He  mould  both  in  his  Love  and  Throne  fucceed. 
TIM  AND  R  A. 

Do  you  believe  Empires  or  Crowns  can  make 
Him  his  Timandra  and  his  Faith  forfake  ? 
Or  think  you  I  an  Atom  will  refign 
Of  that  Heart  which  by  holy  Vows  is  mine? 
No,  I  will  keep  him,  maugre  Cruelty.  • 

%JJE  E  N. 
But,  Madam,  do  you  know  what  'tis  to  die  ? 

TIM  AND  R  A. 

Yes,  'tis  to  lay  thefe  Clogs  our  Bodies  by, 
Aivd  be  remov'd  to  bleil  Eternity. 


\ 
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By  Death  Rdief  from  all  our  Griefs  we  gaih>, 
And  by  one  put  an  End  to  Years  of  Pain  ; 
By  that  we  in  one  Minute  find  out  more,. 
Than  all  the. bufy  Gown-men  fludy  for; 
V/ho  after  in  dull  Search  th'ave  Ages  fpent^, 
learn  nothing  but  to  know  th'are  ignorant. 
Death  is  a  Bleffing,  and  a  Thing  fo  far 
Above  the  worit  of  all  our  Frailties,  Fear, 
It  claims  our  Joy,  fmce-by  it  we  put  on 
The  Top  of  Happinefs,  Perfection  : 
Quit  him  !  no  never  whilit  I  here  have  Breathy 
He.'s  mine  in  fpite  of  Cruelty  or  .Death. 
QUEEN. 

Then  enter,  ye  grim  Miniiters  of  Fate. 

Enter  Murderers  with  Poifom 
Does  not  your  ftubborn  Courage  now  abate  ?" 
FIMJNDRA. 

No,  my  Refolves  more  fixt  and  firm  are  grown  ! 
Bring  dreadful  Racks  and  Tortures  yet  unknown, 
Provide  one  for  each  Senfe,  and  then  do  thou  1 

Tempt  me  my  Love  and  Int'reft  to  forego,  > 

'Midit  all  my  Pains  I'll  fmile  and  tell  thee  no.  J 

QUEEN. 

But,  Minion,. foon  your  Infolence  fhall  ceafe. 
Come,  fince  fuch  Refolution  you  exprefs, 
Take  this;  demur  not;  &tft.—  [Gi-ves  hsr  aBowlofPoifpn* 

r IMAN D  R  A. 

And  is  this  all  ? 

I  thought  to  have  had  a  more  heroic  Fall, 
lixpefted  to  have  nobleft  Tortures  met, 
Not  by  dull  Poifon  to  have  found  my  Pate  : 
But  any  way.  1  can  thy  Power  defy  ; 
'"Tis  for  my  Alcibiades  I  die.  [O/'ers  to  drink. 

QUEEN. 
X^t  yield,  and  live 
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T  I  M  A  N  D  R  A. 
—•Live  !   what  have  I  to  do 
With  Life,  when  giv'n  by  one  fo  bafe  as  you  ? 
Thus  I  defpife  it  -  [Drinks* 


What  difmal;  Torture  ftrait  will  on  her  feize  ! 
So  !  'twas  a  Health  to  Alcibiades* 

[After  Timandra  has  drank  the  Poifon,- 
riMAND  RA. 

Now  blufh  at  what  thy  impious  Rage  has  done  ;     \ 
My  Aldbiades  is  Hill  my  own  :  v 

And  if  thou  him  embrace  when  1  am  gone,  j 

Each  Night  thy  Bed  I'll  haunt,  and  challenge  there 
Thofe  Joys,  of  which  thou  haft  bereft  me  here. 
Anxious  mall  be  each  Day,  difturb'd  each  Night,       1 
A  relHefs  Shade  I'll  ftill  be  in  thy  Sight  ;  V 

And  thee  i'th'  Height  of  all  thy  Pleafuxes  fright.        J) 
Heav'n,  what  do  I  feel  !  ------ 

QUEEN. 
Oh,  does  the  Draught  fucceed  ! 

ARDELLA. 

Madam,  great  Altibiades  is  freed,, 
And  juft  is  entring.  - 

QUEEN. 

-  Strait,  with  ftrideft  Care 
Convey  her  in,  and  wait  my  Pleafure  there. 

\¥he  Murderers  lead  in  Timandra^ 
Sweet  Murder  !  Oh  no  Phyfic  is  fo  good 
For  th'  hopelefs  Lover  as  a  Bath  of  blood* 
But  here  he  comes*  -  « 

Enter  A  L  c  i  B  i  AD  E  st. 
Now  to  my  Griefs  again.  [/^i/'/r, 

ALC  I  B  IAD  E  S. 
It  makes  me  wonder  how  I  Freedom  gain  ; 
All  things  confus'd  and  in  Diforder  are. 

How's 
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How's  this,  in  Mourning  Weeds  ?  unveil,  my  Fair. 
Hah,  not  Tifnandra  !  [Queen  unveils. 

QUEEN. 

. No,  Sir,  tho'  'tis  one 

That  loves  as  nobly  as  Timandra  can, 

Or  could,  did  ihe  yet  live,  but  me  is  dead. 

AL  C  I  £  I  A  D  E  S. 

How,  dead ! r- 

QUEEN. 

Yes ;  fffapkernef  that  black  Deed  did  do, 
Prompted  by  his  ignoble  Hate  to  you. 
But  you  will  wonder  more  when  I  (hall  tell, 
That  by  his  Hand  the  mighty  Agis  fell. 
The  King  is  flain,  both  I  and  Sparta  now 
Have  no  Hopes  left,  but  what  remain  in  you, 

ALC  IB  I  AD  E  S. 

In  me  !  alas !  I  am  a  Wretch  too  poor. 
^Timandra  dead  !  curd  ever  be  the  Hour 
Wherein  fo  fair  an  Innocence  was  loft. 
Heav'n  juftly  now  may  of  its  Glories  boaft; 
For  the  moft  bright  and  precious  Saint  that  e?er 
The  World  enjoy'd,  is  fled,  and  feated  there. 
3JJEEN. 

"Why  do  you  let  your  Griefs  diftracl:  your  Soul  ? 
Call  up  your  Reafon,  and  let  Failion  cool. 
S^e  here  a  Queen,  that  courts  you  with  the  Charms 
Of  Love,  a  Crown,  and  Empire,  to  her  Arms : 
Nc  longer  for  ^Timandra  Sorrow  wear  ; 
I  will  fupply  all  you  have  loft  in  her  : 
I'll  love  you  as  the  did. 

ALC  IE  I  AD  E  S. 

— Oh,  Madam,  no  ; 

To  love  like  her's  a  Tafk  too  hard  for  you. 
Love  me  as  (he  did !  why,  each   i  hought  flic  had 
Of  me,  was  fuch,  might  make  an  Anqci  glad, 

For 
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For  Crowns,  tho*  Emp'ror  of  the  World  I  were, 
Pd  turn  a  Beggar  to  recover  her. 
Oh,  Madam,  tempt  no  further  ;  all's  but  vain  ; 
I  ne'er  can  have  a  Thought  of  Love  again. 
$J7E  E  N. 

ALC  IB  IAD  E  S. 

No,  never——** 
QUEEN: 
•  Can  you  then  fo  foon 
Forget  your  Promife  ?  or  will  you  difown 
That  e'er,  if  you  Timandra  fhould  furvive, 
You  vow'd  you  only  for  my  fake  would  live? 
You  fee  how  Heaven  has  decreed 

AL  C  IB  I  AD  ES. 

-  .Mas! 

I  then  the  Blefling  knew,  but  not  the  Lofs  ; 
Betides,  I  now  muft  die  - 

QUEEN. 
How,  Sir,  is't  thus  my  proffer'd  Love  you  prize  ? 

ALC  I  HI  AD  E  S. 
I  do  not  hate  you  ;  may  not  that  fuffice  ? 

QUEEN. 

Ungrateful,  no  !  but  I'll  reward  thy  Pride. 
Draw  back:  -- 

The  Scene  dra^n^  difcovers  Timandra.0»  a  Couth 

in  the  Midft  of  her  Pains. 
Go  Dotard  in,  enjoy  thy  Bride, 
And  know,  by  me  thy  lov'd  Timandra  dy'd  : 
Yes,  cruel  Man,  by  me  -  - 


-  No,  Queen,  (he  lives, 
And  ftill  to  all  thy  Rage  Defiance  gives. 
I)o  I  behold  my  deareft  Lord  fo  nigh  !         [Spits  AlcJK 
Shall  I  again  fee  him  before  I  die  ?- 
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AL  C  I  B  IAD  E  S. 

Be£  Hopes  and  Comfort  of  iny  Life,  I'm  here: 
How  fares  my  Love  ?  -  — 

riM  AN D  RA. 
Oh,  come  not,  come  not  near ; 

My  Blood's  all  Fire,  Infeftioil's  in  each  Vein,  J 

And  Tyrant  Death  in  ev'ry  Part  does  reign  ;  V 

But  I  for  you  ccuid  fuller  much  more  Pain.  y 

AL  C  I B  I  AD  E  S. 

Kind  Heav'n  !  Jet  all  her  Pangs  upon  me  fall : 
And  add  ten  thoufand  more,  .I'll  bear 'em  all, 
Do  but  reftore  her  back.     Oh  curfed  Queen  ! 
What  Devil  arm'd  thee  to  fo  damn'd  a  Sin.?- 
Cou'dil  thou  be  guilty  of  fo  foul  a  Deed  ? 
3JJEEN. 

Yes,  I  did  do't ;  by  me  the  King  too  bled  :" 
Unworthy  Wjetch  !  and  all  for  love  of  you  ;  • 
But  had  i  Pow'r  I  now  would  kill  thee  too. 

AL  C  I  B  I  AD  E  S. 

OK  do't,  I'll  blot  out  all  th'aft  done  before, 
And  never  call  thee  bafe,  nor  cruel  more. 
Here  is  my  Bread, -foon  the  kind  Work  begin, 
Advance  thy  Poniard,  fend  it  boldly  in. 
3JJEEN. 

No,  thou  malt  live  for  harder  DefKny, 
But  fi-rit  (halt  fee  thy  dear  Timandra  die. - 

A  LCI  B  IAD  E  S. 
Oh  Mifery  beyond  the  damn'd  beneath! 
Muft  I  not  happy  be  in  Life  nor  Death? 

riMANDRA. 
Alas !  ceafe  your  unneceflary  Moan  ; 
I  find  my  Torments  quickly  will  Le  gone. 
Tho'  1  could  with  they  might  to  Years  renew, 
So  I  might  ftill  be  bleft  with  feeing  you. 
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Now  the  black  Storms  of  Fate  are  all  blown  o'er, 

And  we  fhall  meet,  and  ne'er  be  parted  more. 

But  oh  farewel—  —  {Dtts 


,„  ,  .,  i  .  My  dear  fimAndra,  flay  ! 
Ah  precious  Soul,  fly  not  fo  focn  away  ! 
But  one  Look  more  ;  will  Death  have  no  Remorfe  ? 
See,  'tis  thy  Atcibitultt  implores. 
But  oh  fhe's  gone  !  feize  there  that  Murdered, 


me  !  *tis  mere  than  all  your  Camp  can  do  j 
^r  €dffigs»  here's  my  Guard  $  alas*  mean  Foo 


My  Fat8J§  a  thlflf  loo  gr^l  fe?  tto  td  j-ule  $ 
Tfa§  Ui  &  year  Cenftaney.         [Painting  ts 
[Aleibiaaes//>/  ^  r^  Q^etn,  md/n^ksi  the 
frem  her* 


Infernal  Hag! 

Whofe  ev'ry  Breath  infefts,  each  Look's  a  Plague  ! 
Could  ijot  thy  Fury  on  my  Boforn  reft, 
But  thou  muft  wreak  thy  Vengeance  on  this  Breaft  ? 
To  murder  her  !  -  curfe  on  me  that  I  Hand 
Thus  idle  ;  now  thy  Heart  - 

[Prefects  the  Dagger  to  her  Rreaft, 
<•—  But  oh  'twould  brand 
My  Trophies  with  eternal  Infamy, 
If  by  my  Hand  fo  bafe  a  Thing  mould  die  ^ 
Her  Ills  fo  many,  and  fo  odious  are, 
They  would  difgrace  an  Executioner. 
Yet  I'd  do  fomething  ;  oh  1  have't,  I'll  tear     [Ravingfy, 
Her  piece-meal  :  -  but  Vimandras  gone  too  far  : 

{Mildly. 
Yonder 
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Yonder  me  mounts !  triumphant  Spirit  ftay  ; 
See  where  the  Angels  bear  her  Soul  away  ! 
Now  all  the  Gods  will  grow  in  love  with  her  : 
And  1  mail  meet  frefh  Troops  of  Rivals  there. 

But  thus  I'll  hafte  and  follow [Stabs  limfclf. 

Devil,  there [Throws  the  Dagger  to  the  Queen, 

Die,  if  thou  haft  Courage  enough  to  dare. 

But  oh! 

A  heavy  Faintnefs  does  each  Senfe  furprize: 

Yet  ere  I  clofe  up  thefe  unhappy  tyes, 

Here  their  laft  duteous  Sorrows  they  mall  pay, 

And  at  this  Objeft  melt  in  Tears  away, 

Bleft  Center  of  my  Hopes  !  in  whom  1  plac'd 

Too  choice,  too  pure  a  Happinefs  to  lait 

J  any  Lofs  lefs  than  thy  Death  had  griev'd  $ 

How  well  could  I  have  dy'd,  fo  thou  hadft  Hv'd  I 

Damn'd  Fiend  !  [fa  the  Queen. 

But  oh  why  do  I  rave  at  her, 

That  have  fo  little  time  to  tarry  here  ? 

One  parting  Kifs,  and  then  in  Peace  I'll  die  : 

[KiJ/es  Timandra> 
Now,  farewel  World  ;  welcome  Eternity. 

Enter  PAT  R  o  C  L  u  s,  Lords,  and  Guards* 

P4TROCLUS. 

Horror  of  Horrors !  this  was  a  difmal  Chance  ; 
Alas,  my  Friend  1 

ALCIBIADES. 

Thy  ufelefs  Grief  refrain  ; 

F-arewel ;  we  mail  hereafter  meet  again.  [Dies* 

PATROCL  US. 

Guards,  feize  the  Queen 

QJJE  E  N. 
——Seize  me,  rude  Slaves !  forbear. 

PATRQ- 
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P  ATR  OC  L  US. 

You  mall  in  Ihort  your  Accufation  hear. 
To  kill  the  King,  my  Father  firft  you  made 
Your  Property  ;  then  bafely  him  betray'd. 
Your  Woman  all  confeft,  and  by  the  Guard 
Is  now  fecur'd  to  a  more  juft  Reward. 
And  (tho*  too  late)  this  black  Defign  I  knew ; 
Yet  all  your  Stratagems  are  ufelefs  now. 
Hence  with  the  Murderefs  to  Juflice. 
QUEEN. 

Hah! 

Think  you  that  I  will  die  by  formal  Law  ? 
No,  when  Pm  dead  be  thus  my  Fame  fupply'd; 
She  liv'd  a  IWurd'refs,  and  a  Murd'refs  dy'd : 

[Stabs  berfflf, 

Juflice  would  but  my  Happinefs  retard : 
Thus  I  defcend  below  to  a  Reward. 
I  (hall  be  Queen  of  Fate  :  The  Furies  there 
For  me  a  glorious  Crown  of  Snakes  prepare. 
J  long  to  be  in  State ;  my  Lords,  farewel : 
Now  noble  Charon  !  hoift  up  Sail  for  Hell.          [Dtis* 

LORD. 
Her  Soul  is  fled— 

PATROCLUS. 

— With  her  for  ever  die 
Her  Treafons,  and  her  odious  Memory. 
But  whither  is  the  fair  Dr axilla  gone  ? 

LORD. 

Diftra&ed  at  the  Mifchiefs  that  are  done, 
She's  fled ;  but  whither  is  to  all  unknown. 

PATROCLUS. 

Quickly  let  after  her  be  made  purfuit ; 
I'll  ranfack  all  the  World  to  find  her  out. 
Propitious  Heav'n  to  her  will  fure  be  kind. 

Enter 
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Enter  L  o  k  ti, 
2  LORD. 

My  Lord,  we  in  our  Notes  have  all  eombin'd 
To  make  you  &i*ig ;  the  Camp,  with  Shouts  and  Cries" 
CF Joy>  fend  their  loud  Wifhes  to  the  Skies. 

[S&eutJ  <witkin.  Long  h'<v#  Patroclus  AT///|-  cf  Sparta.- 


Co  bid  *cm  their  unwelcome  Noife  forbear  !• 
Turn  all  their  shouts  to  Sighs  cf  Sorrow  here. 

\%*ufn:  to  t/je 

Th'arc  gon^ ;  and  with  *em  all  I  wifii'cl  to  keep* 
Now  I  could  aiihoit  turn  a  Boy  and  weep. 
My  Friehd!   rny  Miftrefs  !  fahd  Jny  Father  loft  ! 
Never  were'  gfoWhlg 'Hopis  riiofc  fftdly  (Jfofi* 
N^sv  i!ort«n@  has  her  lumoft  Maliee  Jlipv/n, 
She'd  court  me  with  the  Flatt'ry  of  a  Crown  ; 
A  thing  fo  far  beneath  thofe  Joys  I  mifs, 
'Tis  but  the  Shadow  of  a  Happinefs. 
For  how  uneafily  on  Thrones  they  fit, 

,  like  rae^  be  wretched  to  be  great. 

[Exeunt 


EFT- 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mrs,  Mary  Lee. 

J\TO  W  who  fays  Poets  dont  in  Blood  delight  ?  ~\ 

'Tis  true,  the  Varlets  care  not  much  to  fight  j          > 
But  ''faith  they  claw  it  off  whene'er  they  write  }  J 

,Are  Bully-Rocks  not  of  the  common  Size  j 
Kill  yc  Men  f after  than  Domitian  Flies, 
Qurs  made  fuch  Ha-vock  that  the  Jilly  Rogue 


'Wasforfd  to  make  me  rife  for  tV  Epilogue, 

*The  Fop  damrfd  me,  but  ere  to  Hell  I  £$, 

/V  very  fain  be  fatisffd  if  you 

*Think  it  not  juft  that  he  were  few* d  fo  toe. 

As  he  hath  your iy  do  you  his  Hopes  beguile  j 

Yotf've  been  in  Purgatory  all  this  while, 

Then  damn  him  down  to  Hell,  and  never  fpare  5 

Perhaps  he* II  find  more  Favour  there  than  here  ; 

Nay  of  the  two  may  chufe  the  much  left  Evil} 

If  you  re  but  good 'when  pleas V,  ev'nfo^s  the  Devil, 


\ 


DON   CARLOS, 
PRINCE  OF  SPAIN. 

A 

TRAGEDY. 

Princifibus  flacuffi  wiris  xon  ultima  faas  eft.         Her. 


To  his  Royal  Highnefs  the 


DUKE. 


S  I  R, 

JHT^^pfcJS   an    approved  Opinion,    There 
]|S  'T  Cj2  is  not  fo  unhappy  a  Creature  in 
\&3£^Cju!  tne  World,  as  the  Man  that  wants 
Ambition  :    For  certainly  he  lives  to  very 
little  Ufe  that  only  toils  in  the  fame  Round, 
and  becaufe  he  knows  where  he  is,  tho'  in  a 
dirty  Road,  dares  not  venture  en  a  fmoother 
Path  for   fear  of  being  loft.     That  I  am 
not   the   Wretch   I   condemn,    your   Royal 
VOL.  I.  F  High- 


DEDICATION. 

Highnefs  may  be  fufficiently  convinc'd,  in 
that  I  durft  p  re  fume  to  put  this  Poem  under 
your  Patronage.     My   Motives   to   it  were 
not  ordinary  :  For,  befides  my  own  Propen- 
fity  to  take  any  Opportunity  of  publilhing 
the    extreme  Devotion   I  owe  your    Royal 
Highnefs,    the    mighty    Encouragement    I 
received  from  your  Approbation  of  it  when 
presented  on  the  Stage,  was  Hint  enough  to 
let  me  know  at  whole  Feet  it  ought  to  be 
laid.     Yet  whi'ft  I  do  this,  I  am  fenfible  the 
curious  World  will  expect  fome  Panegyric 
on  thofe  heroic  Virtues,  which  are  through- 
out it  fo  much  admir'd.     But  as  they  are  a 
Theme  too   great  for  my  Undertaking,  fo 
only  to  endeavour  at  the  Truth  of  them  muft, 
in  the  dillance  -between   my  Obfcurity  and 
their  Height,  favour  of  a  Flattery,  which  in 
your  Royal  Highnefs 's  Efteem  I   would  not 
<be  thought  guilty  of:  Tho'  in  that  part  of 
'them   which    relates    to   myfelf  (viz.    your 
Favours  fhower'd  on  a  Thing  fo  mean  as  I 
am)  I  know  not  how  to  be  filent.     For  you 
were  not  only  fo  indulgent  as  to  bellow  your 

Praife 


D  K  D  I  C  A  T  I  Q  N. 

Praife.an  this,  but  even  (beyond  my  Hopes) 
to  declare  in  favour  of  my  firft  Effay  of  this 
Nature,  and  add  yet  the  Encouragement  of 
your  Commands  to  go  forward,  when  I  had 
the  Honour  to  kifs  your  Royal  Highnefs's 
Hand,  in  token  of  your  Permiffion  to  make 
a  Dedication  to  you  of  the  fecond.  I  muft 
confefs,  and  boaft,  I  am  very  proud  of  it ; 
.and  it  were  enough  to  make  me  more,  were 
J  not  fenfible  how  far  I  am  undeferving.  Yet 
when  I  confider  you  never  give  your  Favours 
precipitately,  but  that  it  is  a  certain  Sign  of 
fome  Defert  when  you  vouchfafe  to  promote : 
I,  who  have  terminated  my  beft  Hopes  in  it, 
fhould  do  wrong  to  your  Goodnefs,  fhould  I 
not  let  the  World  know,  my  Mind,  as  well 
as  my  Condition  is  rais'd  by  it.  I  am  certain 
none  that  know  your  Royal  Highnefs  will 
difapprove  my  afpiring  to  the  Service  of  fb 
great  and  fo  good  a  Mafter  -9  One  who  (as  is 
apparent  to  all  thofe  who  have  the  Honour 
to  be  near  you,  and  know  you  by  that  Title) 
never  rais'd  without  Merit,  or  difcounte- 
nanc'd  without  Juftice.  It  is  that  indeed 
F  2  obliging 


DEDICATION. 

obliging   Severity    which   has    in    all    Men 
created    an    awful   Love    and    Refpect   to- 
wards you  °9   fmce    in  the  firmnefs  of  your 
v  Refolution  the  brave  and  good  Man  is  fure 

O 

of  you,  whilfl  the  ill-minded  and  malignant 
'  fears  you.  This  I  could  not  pafs  over,  and  I 
hope  your  Royal  Highnefs  will  pardon  ic, 
fmce  it  is  unaffectedly  my  zeal  to  you,  who 
am  in  nothing  fo  unfortunate,  as  that  I  have 
not  a  better  Opportunity  to  let  you  and  the 
World  know  how  much  I  am, 


Tour  Royal  Higbmfis 

moft  humlk)  mofi  faithful 
And  mojl  obedient  Servant  ^ 


THO.  OTWAY. 


THE 

PREFACE. 


j-n 


READER, 

iS  not  that  I  have  any  great  Affe&ion  to 
Scribbling,  that  1  pelter  thee  with  a  Pre- 
face ;  for  amongft  Friends,  it  is  aJmoft  as 
poor  a  Trade  with  Poets,  as  it  is  with 
th. .ic  that  write  Hackney  under  Attornies,  it  will 
hatdly  keep  us  in  Ale  and  Cheefe  Honeft  /ith/h 
began  to  be  fenfible  of  it  in  his  Time,  who  makes 
his  Complaint  to  this  Purpofe  j 

1  pity  thofe  who  in  thefe  latter  Days 
Do  write-)  when  Bounty  hath  /hut  up  her  Gate  : 
Where  Day  and  Night  in  vain  good  Writers  knock , 
And  for  their  Labours  oft  have  but  a  Aleck. 

Thus  I  find  it  according  to  Sir  John  Harrington's 

Tranflation  ;   had  I  understood  Italian  I  would  have 

j  given   it  thee  in  the  Original,  but  that   is   not  my 

I  Talent ;  therefore  to  proceed  :  This  Play  was  the 

'  fecond  that  ever  I  writ,   or  thought  of  writing.    I 

|  muft  confefs,   1  had  often  a  Titiilation  to  Poetry, 

I  but  never  durft  venture  on  my  Mufe,  till  I  got  her 

!  into  a  Corner  in  the  Country  ;  and  then,  like  a 

I  bafhful  young  Lover,  when  I  had  her  in  private  I 

F  3  had 


PREFACE. 

had  Courage  to  fumble,  but  never  thought  flic 
would  have  produc'd  any  thing  ;  till  at  laft-,1  know 
not  how,  ere  I  was  aware,  I  found  myfelf  Father 
of  a  Dramatic  Birth,  which  I  called  Alcibiades :  But 
J  might,  without  Offence  to  any  Perfon  in  the  Play, 
as  well  have  calPd  it  Nebuchadnezzar  ;  for  my  Hero, 
to  do  him  right,  was  none  of  that  fqueamirfi  Gen- 
tleman I  make  him,  but  would  as  little  have  boggled 
at  obliging  the  Paffion  of  a  young  and  beau- 
tiful Lady,  as  I  fhould  myfelf,  had  I  the  fame  Op- 
portunities, which  I  have  given  him.  This  I  pub- 
Jifh  to  antedate  the  Objections-  fome  People  may 
make  againft  that  Play,  who  have  been  (and  much 
jrood  may  it  do  'em)  very  fevere,  as  they  think,, 
upon  this.  Whoever  they  are,  I  am  fure  I  never 
tlifobliged  them  ;  nor  have  they  (thank  my  good 
Fortune)  much  injur'd  me:  In  the  mean  while  I 
forgive  'em,  and  fince  I  am  out  of  the  reach  on't* 
leave  'em  to  chew  the  Cud  on  tlieir  own  VenotW.  I 
am  well  fatisfy'd  I  had  the  greateft  Party  of  Men  of 
Wit  and  Senfe  on  my  Srde  >  amongft  which  I  can 
never  enough  acknowledge  the  unfpeakable  Obliga- 
tions I  receiv'd  from  the  Earl  of  R.  who,  far  above 
what  I  am  ever  able  to  deferve  from  him,  feem'd 
almoft  to  make  it  his  Bufmefs,  to  eftablifh  it  in  the 
good  Opinion  of  the  King  and  his  Royal  Highnefs  ; 
from  both  of  whom  I  have  fmce  receiv'd  Confirma- 
tion of  their  good  liking  of  it,  and  Encouragement 
to  proceed.  And  it  is  to  him,  I  mufl  in  all  Grati- 
tude confefs,  I  owe  the  greateft  part  of  my  good 
Succefs  in-  this,  and  On  whofe  Indulgency  I  ex- 
tremely build  my  Hopes  of  a  next.  I  dare  not  pre- 
fume  to  take  to  myfelf  what  a  great  many,  and 
thofe^l  am  fure)  of  good  Judgment  too,  have  been 

fo 
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fo  kind  to  afford  me,  (viz.  That  it  is  the  beft  He- 
roic Play  that  has  been  written  of  late  ;,  for,  I 
thank  Heav'n,  I  am  yet  not  fo  vain.  But  this  I  may 
modeftly  boaft  of,  which  the  Author  of  the  French 
Bernice  has  done  before  me,  in  his  Preface  to  that 
Play,  that  it  never  fail'd  to  draw  Tears  from  the 
Eyes  of  the  Auditors  ;  I  mean,  thofe  whofe  Souls 
were  capable  of  fo  noble  a  Pleafure  j  for  it  was  not 
my  Bufinefs  to  take  fuch  as  only  come  to  a  Play- 
houfe  to  fee  Farce-fools,  and  laugh  at  their  own 
deformed  Pictures.  Tho'  a  certain  Writer,  that 
ihall  be  namelefs,  (but  you  may  guefs  at  him  by 
what  follows)  being  afk'd  his  Opinion  of  this  Play, 
very  gravely  cock'd,  ajid  cry'd,  }  gad  /v  knew  not  a 
Line  in  It  he  would  be  Author  cf.  But  he  is  a  fine  fa- 
cetious witty  Perfon,  as  my  Friend  Sir  Formal  has 
it ;  and  to  be  evert  vviih  him,  \  know  a  Comedy  of 
his,  that  has  not  fomuch  as  aQnibhfe  in  it  which 
1  would  be  Author  o£.  And  fo,  Reader,  I  bid  bim 
and  thce 

Farewc-1. 


F  4  PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 


WHEN  fir  ft  our  Author  took  this  Play  in  hand, 
He  doubted  much,  and  long  was  at  a  ft  and. 
JIs  knew  the.  Fame  and  Memory  of  Kings 
Were  to  be  treated  of  as  f acred  Things. 
Not  as  thefre  reprefented  in  this  Age, 
Where  they  appear  the  Lumber  of  the  Stage  / 
Wd  only  juft  for  reconciling  Tools, 
Or  what  is  worfe,  made  Villains  all,  or  Fooh* 
Befedes,  the  Characters  he  Jhows  to-night , 
He  found  were  'very  difficult  to  write  : 
He  found  the  Fame  of  France  and  Spain  offtake. 
Therefore  long  paused,  and  fear*  d  which  Part  to  take  I 
Till  this  his  Judgment  fafift  underjlood, 
To  make  ''em  both  Heroic  as  he  cou'd. 
But  now  the  great  eft  Stop  was  yet  unpaft, 
He  found  himf elf ,  alas!  confined  too  f aft. 
He  is  a  Man  of  Pleafure,  Sirs,  like  you, 
And  therefore  hardly   could  to  Eufenefs  bow, 
Till  at  the  laft  he  did  ihis  Conqueft  get, 
To  make  his  Pleafure  Whetjlcne  to  his  Wit, 
So  fometimes  fir  Variety  he  writ. 
But  as  thofe  Block-heads,  who  difcourfe  by  rote, 
Stmetimes  fpsak  Senfe  a!t&  thy  rarely  know't : 


PROLOGUE. 

So  he  fear ce  knew  to  what  his  Work  would  grow, 
But  'twas  a  Play,  lecaufe  it  would  be  fo  : 
Yet  well  he  knows  this  is  a  weak  Pretence, 
For  Idlenefs  is  the  worft  want  of  Scxfe. 
Let  him  not  now  of  Carek^nefs  be  tax'd, 
He'll  write  in  earne.ft,  when  he  writes  the  next  : 

M.ian  while 

Prune  hi:  fupsrfluous  Branches,  never  fp are  ; 

Tet  do  it  kindly,  be  not  too  fever r, 

He  may  bear  better  Fruit  another  Tear. 


BramatU 


Dramatis  Perfbnse; 

M  E  N. 

Philip  II.  King  of  «S/a/»,  Mr. 

Don  Carlos,  his  Son,  Mr. 

Don  John  of  Auftria+  Mr.  Harris. 

Marquis  ofPo/a,  the  Prince's  Confidant,  Mr.  Crofy. 

Rui-Gomez,  Mr.  Medium* 

Officer  of  the  Guards,  Mr.  Norn's, 

WOMEN. 

Queen  of  £/ftf'0,  Mrs.  Afor?  Z^ 

Dutchefs  of  Ebelit  Wife  to  R.  Gomex.,  Mrs. 

Henrietta,  Mrs. 

Gafcitt,  Mrs.  Gi'I/ow, 


DON    CARLOS, 

PRINCE  of  SPAIN. 


A  C  T    I.       SCENE!. 
SCENE,    a  Palace  Royal 

The  Curtain  drawn,  difcovers  the  King  and  j^ 
attended^  Don  Carlos,  the  Marquis  of  Pofa, 
Rui-Gomez,  bV.  Eboli,  Henrietta,  Garcia, 
Attendants^  Guards, 

KING. 

Appy  the  Monarch,  on  whofe  Brows  no  Cares 
1  Add  Weight  to  the  bright  Diadem  he  wears ; 
'  Like  me  in  all  that  he  can  wifh  for,  bleil.  "j 
RenownandLovethegentleftCalmsof  Reft,  I 
And  Peace,  adorn  my  Brow,   enrich  my  f 

Breaft. 

To  me  great  Nations  tributary  are ;  ~* 

Tho'  whilit  my  vaft  Dominions  fpread  fo  far  ;  > 


Where  molt  I  reign,  I  muil  pay  Homage  here. 


F  6 


the  Queen.  , 


DON    CARLOS, 

Approach  bright  Miftrefs  of  my  pureft  Vows  : 
Nor  ihow  me  him  that  more  Religion  owes. 
To  Heav'n,  or  to  its  Altars  more  devoutly  bows. 

Don  CARLOS. 

So  Merchants,  caft  upon  fome  favage  Coaft, 
Are  forc'd  to  fee  their  deareft  Treafures  loft. 
Curfe  !  What's  Obedience  ?  A  falfe  Notion  made  1 
ByPriefb,whowhen  theyfoundoldCheatsdecay'd,  >  A/Me. 
By  fuch  new  Arts  kept  up  declining  Trade.'        \ 

A  Father?  Oh! 

KING. 

— — Why  does  my  Carlos  fhrouj 
His  Joy,  and  when  all's  Sunfhine  wear  a  Cloud  ? 
My  6on,  thus  for  thy  Glory  I  provide ; 
From  this  fair  Charmer,  and  our  Royal  Bride, 
"Shall  fuch  a  noble  Race  of  Heroes  fpring, 
As  may  adorn  the  Court  when  thou  art  King. 

Don  CARLOS. 
A  greater  Glory  I  can  never  know, 
Than  what  already  I  enjoy  in  you. 
The  brightest  Ornaments  of  Crowns  and  Powers 
J  only  can  admire,  as  they  are  yours. 

KING. 

Heav'n  !  how  he  ftands  unmov'd  !  not  the  leaft  fhew 
Cf  Tranfport. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Not  admire  your  Happinefs  ?  I  do 

As -much  admire  it  as  J  rev'rence  you, 
Let  me  exprefs  the  mighty  joy  !  feel. 
Thus, Sir,  Ipaymy-Duty  whenlkneel.  {Kneels 

QUEEN. 

How  hard  it  is  his  PafHon  to  confine  ! 
I'm  jfure  'tis  fo,  if  i  may  judge  by  mine. 
Alas,  my  Lord,  y'are  too  obfecjuious  now.  [Te  Carlos. 

Don 


\ 
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Don  CARLOS. 

Oh  !  might  I  but  enjoy  this  Pleafure  Hill, 
Here  would  I  worfhip  and  for  ever  kneel. 
QUEEN. 

'Fore  Heaven,  my  Lord  !  you  know  not  what  you  do. 
KING. 

Still  there  appears  Difturbance  on  his  Brow  ; 
And  in  his  Looks  an  Earneftnefs  1  read, 
Which  from  no  common  Caufes  can  proceed.       [Ajidc. 
I'll  probe  him  deep  — 

When,  when,  my  deareft  Joy,  [To  the 

Shall  f  the  mighty  Debt  of  Love  defray  ? 
Hence  to  Love's  fecret  Temple  let's  retire, 
There  on  his  Altars  kindle  th'  am'rous  Fire, 
Then  Phcenix-like  each  in  the  Flame  expire. 
Still  he  is  fix'd  [Looking  on  Don  Carlos. 

— Gomez,  obferve  the  Prince.  [fo  Rui-Gomez. 

Yet  fmile  on  me,  my  charming  Excellence. 
Virgins  mould  only  Fears  and  Blufhes  mow ; 
But  you  muft  lay  afide  that  Title  now. 
The  Doctrine  which  1  preach,  by  Heav'n,  is  good  : 
Oh,  the  impetuous  Sallies  of  my  Blood  ! 
QUEEN. 

To  what  unwelcome  Joys  I'm  forc'd  to  yield? 
Now  Fate  her  utmoft  Malice  has  fulfilled. 
Carlos,  farewel ;  for  fince  I  muft  fubmit 

KING. 

Now  wing'd  with  Rapture  let  us  fly,  my  Sweet. 
My  Son,  all  Troubles  from  thy  Breaft  re£gn, 
And  let  thy  Father's  Happinefs  be  thine. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Queen  attended. 
Don  CARLOS. 

What  King,  what  God  would  not  his  Pow'r  Torejo, 
T'enjoy  fo  much  Divini  y  below  ? 
Pidli  thou  behold  her,  PC- a? 

POSA. 


na  DON    CARLO  s, 

POSJ. 

Sir,  I  did. 
Don  CARLOS. 

Aud  is  (lie*  not  a  fweet-one  ?  Such  a  Bride  T 
O  /V*r,  once  fhe  was  decreed  for  mine  : 
Once  I  had  hopes  of  Blifs.     Hadft  thou  but  feere 
How  bleft,  how  proud  I  was  if  I  could  get 
But  leave  to  lie  a  Proftrate  at  her  Fe«t, 
Ev'n  with  a  Look  1  could  my  Pains  beguile  ; 
Nay  fhe  in  pity  too  would  fometimes  fmile  ; 
Till  at  the  laft  my  Vows  fuccefsful  prov'd, 
And  one  Day  fighing  fhe  confefs'd  fhe  lov'd. 
Oh  !  then  1  found  no  Limits  to  our  Joy, 
With  Eyes  thus  languifhing  we  look'd  all  Day  j 
So  vigorous  and  ftrong  we  darted  Beams* 
Our  meeting  Glances  kindled  into  Flames ; 
Nothing  we  found  that  promis'd  not  Delight* 
For  when  rude  Shades  depriv'd  us  of  the  Lighty 
As  we  had  gaz'd  all  Day,  we  dreamt  all  Night. 
But  after  all  thefe  Labours  undergone, 
A  cruel  Father  thus  deftroys  his  ."on  ; 
Jn  their  full  Height  my  choiceft  Hopes  beguiles. 
And  robs  me  of  the  Fruit  of  all  my  Toils. 
My  deareft  Pofa,  thou  wert  ever  kind  ; 
Bring  thy  beft  Counfel,  and  diredt  my  Mind* 

Enter  GOMEZ. 
RUI-GOMEZ. 

Still  he  is  here My  Lord. 

Don  C 4RL  OS. 

Your  BufmeA  now 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

I've  with  Concern  beheld  your  clouded  Brow. 
Ah  !  tho'  y'ave  loft  a  Beauty  well  might  make 
Your  ftri&eft  Honour  and  your  Duty  ihake, 


I 


PRINCE   C/SPA,IN. 

Ut  not  a  Father's  Ills  mifguide  your  Mind,. 
it  be  obedient,  tho'  he's  prov'd  unkind. 

DM  CARLOS. 

Hence,  Cyrik,  to  dull  Slaves  thy  Morals  teacfc, 
I  have  no  Leifure  now  to  hear  thee  preach  : 
Still  you'll  ufurp  a  Power  o'er  my  Will. 

R  UI-GOMEZ, 

Sir,  ydU  thy  Services  interpret  ill  : 
Nor  need  it  be  fo  foon  forgot  that  I 
Have  been  your  Guardian  from  your  Infancy. 
When  to  my  Charge  committed,   1  alone 
Jnftruded  you  how  to  expect  a  Crown  ; 
Taught  you  Ambition,  and  War's  nobleft  Arts. 
How  to  lead  Armies,  and  to  conquer  Hearts  ; 
Whilft,  tho'  but  young  - 
You  would  with  Fleafufe  read  of  Sieges  got, 
And  fmile  to  hear  of  bloody  Battels  fought  ; 
And  ftill>  tho'  not  controul,  J  may  advife. 

Don  CARL  OS. 

Alas,  thy  Pride  wears  a  loo  thin  Difguife  : 
Too  well  I  know  the  Falftiood  of  thy  Soul, 
Which  to  my  Father  render'd  me  fo  foul, 
That  hardly  as  his  Son  a  Smile  I've  known, 
But  always  as  a  Traitor  met  his  Frown. 
My  forward  Honour  was  Ambition  call'd  : 
Or  if  my  Friends  my  early  Fame  extoll'd, 
You  damp'd  my  Father's  Smiles  flill  as  they  fprung, 
Perfuading  I  repin'd  he  iiv'd  too  Jong. 
So  all  my  Hopes  by  you  were  fruftrate  made. 
And,  robb'd  of  Sun-ftiine,  wither'd  in  the  Shade. 
Whilft,  my  Good  Patriot  !  you  difpos'd  the  Crown 
Out  of  my  Reach,  to  have  it  in  yoar  own, 
But  I'll  prevent  your  Policy——* 


RVI. 


H2  DON    CARLOS, 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

My  Lord, 

This  Accufation  is  unjuft  and  hard. 

The  King,  your  Father,  would  not  fo  upbraid 

My  Age  :  Is  all  my  Service  thus  repaid  ? 

But  I  will  hence,  and  let  my  Mailer  hear 

How  generoufly  you  reward  my  Care  ; 

Who  on  my  juit  Complaint,   1  doubt  not,  will 

At  leait  redrefs  the.  Injuries  I  feel.  [Exif  Gomez. 

P  0  S  A. 

Alas,  my  Lord,  you  too  feverely  urge 
Your  Fate,  his  Int'reil  with  the  King  is  large. 
Befides,  you  know  he  has  already  feen 
The  Tranfports  of  your  Pafllon  for  the  Queen. 
The  Ufe  he  may  of  that  Advantage  make 
You  ought  at  leaft  t'avoid,  but  for  her  fake. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Ah  !  my  dear  Friend,  th'afl:  touch;d  my  tendef'ft  Part; 
I  never  yet  learn'd  the  diffembKng  Art. 
Go,  call  him  back,  tell  him  that  i  implore 
His  Pardon,  and  will  ne'er  offend  him  more. 
The  Queen  !  kind  ITeav'n,  make  her  thy  nearer!  Care. 
O  !  fly,  o'crtakc  him  ere  he  goes  too  far.      [Exit  Pofa. 
How  are  we  bandy'd  up  and  down  by  Fate  ? 
By  fo  much  more  unhappy  as  w'are  great. 
A  Prince,  and  Heir  to  Spaltfs  great  Monarch  born, 
I'm  forc'd  to  court  a  Slave  whom  molt  1  fcorn; 
Who  like  a  Bramble  'mongft  a  Cedar's  Boughs, 
Vexes  his  Peace  under  whole  Shades  he  grows. 
Now  he  returns :   Aflift  rne,  Falihood,  ••  ••   --down, 
'1  hou  Rebel  Pafllon 

Re-enter  Ru:-GoMEZ  and  POSA. 

Sir,  I  fear  I've  done  [To  R.  Gomez. 

You 
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You  wrong  ;  but  if  I  have,  you  can  forgive. 

Heav'n  !  can  I  do  this  abjeft  thing,  and  live  ?     [AJjde. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Ah,  my  good  Lord,  it  makes  too  large  amends, 
When  to  his  Vaffal  thus  a  Prince  defcends ; 
Tho'  it  was  fomething  rigid,  and  unkind, 
T'upbraid  your  faithful  Servant  and  your  Friend. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Alas,  no  more ;  all  Jealoufies  fhall  ceafe, 
Between  us  two,  let  there  be  henceforth  Peace* 
So  may  juft  Heav'n  aflift  me  when  I  fue, 
As  I  to  Gomez  always  will  be  true. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Stay,  Sir,  and  for  this  mighty  Favour  take 
All  the  Return  Sincerity  can  make. 
Bleft  in  your  Father's  Love,  as  Pm  in  yours, 
May  not  one  Fear  diflurb  your  happy  Hours : 
Crown'd  with  Succefs  may  all  your  Wifties  be, 
And  you  ne'er  find  worfe  Enemies  than  me. 

[Exeunt  D.  Car.  and  Pofe. 
Nor,  fpight  of  all  his  Greatnefs,  mail  he  need : 
Of  too  long  Date  his  Ruin  is  decreed. 
Spain's  early  Hopes  of  him  have  been  my  Fears  ; 
'Twas  I  the  L  harge  had  of  his  tender  Years, 
And  read  in  all  the  Progrefs  of  his  Growth, 
An  untam'd,  haughty,  hot  and  furious  Youth  ; 
A  Will  unruly,  and  a  Spirit  wild  ; 
At  all  my  Precepts  ftill  with  Scorn  he  fmil'd. 
Or  when,  by  thj  Power  I  from  his  Father  had, 
Any  Reftraint  was  on  his  Pleafures  laid, 
Ufher'd  with  Frowns  on  me  his  Soul  would  rife, 
And  threaten  future  Vengeance  from  his  Eyes. 
But  now  to  all  my  Fears  I  bid  adieu  ; 
For,  Prince,  I'll  humble  both  your  Fate  and  you. 

Hew 


1 *4  D  <£  tf     C  A  R  L  O  S> 

Here  comes  the  Srar  by  whom  my  Courfe  I 

Emet  £  B-  o  L  i. 

Welcome,  my  Love 

E&OLL 

My  Lord,  why  Hay  you 
Lofmg  thePIeafure  of  this  happy  Night  ? 
When  all  the  Court  are  melting  in  Delight, 
You  toil  with  the  dull  Bus'nefs  of  the  State. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Only,  my  Fair  One,  how  to  make  thee  Great. 
Thou  tak'ft  up  all  the  Bus'nefs  of  my  Heart, 
And  only  to  it  Pleafures  can'ft  impart. 
Say,  fay,  my  Gcddefs,  when  mail  1  be  bleft  ? 
It  is  an  Age  fmce  I  was  happy  lath, 

ESOLI. 

My  Lord,  I  come  not  hither  now  to  hear 
Your  Love,  but  offer  fomething  to  your  Ear. 
If  you  have  well  obferv'd,  you  muft  have  feen 
To  Day  feme  ftrange  Diibrders  in  the  Queen, 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Yes,  fuch  as  youthful  Brides  do  ftill  exprefs, 
Impatient  Longings  for  the  Happinefs. 
Approaching  Joys  will  fo  difturb  the  Soul, 
As  Needles  always  tremble  near  the  Pcle. 

EBOLL 

Come,  Come,  my  Lord,  feem  not  fo  blind  -y  too  well 
I've  feen  the  Wrongs  which  you  from  Carlos  fee! ; 
And  know  your  Judgment  is  too  good,  to  lofe 
Advantage,  where  you  may  fo  fafely  choofe. 
Say  now,  if  I  inform  you,  how  yoa  may 
With  full  Revenge  all  you-r  pait  Wrongs  repay. 


I 


PRfwcK-  of  SPAIN. 

&UJ-GQMEZ. 

Bleft  Oracle !  fpeak  Kow  it  may  be  done  : 
My  Will,  my  Life,  my  Hopes  are  all  thy  own, 

ESOLL 

Hence  then,  and  with  your  flrideft  Cunning  try 
What  of  the  Queen  and  Prince  you  can  defer/; 
What  ev'ry  Look,  each  quick  and  fubtle  Glance 
Then  we'll  from  all  produce  fuch  Circumftance 
As  mall  the  King's  new  Jealoufy  advance. 
Kay,  Sir,  I'll  try  what  mighty  Love  you  mew :  "1 

Jf  you  will  make  me  great,  begin  it  now.  * 

How,  Sir,  d'ye  ftand  confidering  what  to  do  ?  J. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

No  ;  but  methinks  I  view  from  hence  a  King, 
A  Queen,  and  Prince,  three  goodly  Flowers  fpring  ; 
Whim  on  5em  like  a  fubtle  Bee  I'll  prey, 
Till  fo  their  Strength  and  Virtue  drawn  away, 
Unable  to  recover,  each  fliall  droop, 
Grow  pale,  and  fading  hang  his  mther'd  Top  : 
Then  fraught  with  Thyme  triumphant  back  I'll  come, 
£nd  unlade  all  the  precious  Sweets  athome.  [£*// Gomez. 

EBOLL 

In  thy  fond  Policy,  blind  Fool,  go  on, 
And  make  what  haile  thou  canft  to  be  undone, 
Whilft  I  have  nobler  Bus'nefs  of  my  own. 
Was  I  bred  up  in  Greatnefs  ?  Have  I  been 
Nurtur'd  with  glorious  Hopes  to  be  a  Queen  ? 
Made  Love  my  Study,  and  with  pradis'd  Charms 
Prepar'd  myfelf  to  meet  a  Monarch's  Arms  ; 
At  lail  to  be  condemn'd  to  the  Embrace 
Of  one,  whom  Nature  made  to  her  Difgrace  ; 
An  old,  imperfect,  feeble  Dotard,  who 
Can  only  tell  (alas  !)   what  he  would  do  ? 
On  him  to  throw  away  my  Youth  and  Bloom, 
As  Jewels  that  are  loft  t'enrich  a  Tomb  I 

No, 


I 


DON    CARLOS, 

No,  tho*  all  Hopes  are  in  a  Hufband  dead, 
Another  Path  to  Happinefs  I'll  tread  ; 
Elfewhere  find  Joys  which  I'm  in  him  deny'd  : 
Yet,  while  he  can,  let  the  Slave  ferve  my  Pride. 
Still  I'll  in  Plcafure  live,  In  Glory  mine, 
The  gallant,  youthful  Auftria  mail  be  mine  : 
To  him  with  all  my  Force  of  Charms  I'll  move, 
Let  others  toil  for  Greatness  whilit  I  love* 


{Exit. 
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A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 
SCENE,    An  Orange  Grove. 

Enter  Don  JOHN  o/*  A  u  s  T  R  I  A. 

Don  JOHN. 

WHY  fhould  dull  Law  rule  Nature,  who  firfl  mads 
That  Law  by  which  herfelf  is  now  betray'd  ? 
Ere  Man's  Corruptions  made  him  wretched,  he 
Was  born  moil  Noble  that  was  born  molt  Free  : 
Fach  of  himfelf  was  Lord,  and  unconfin'd, 
Obey'd  the  Dictates  of  his  God-like  Mind. 
Law  was  an  Innovation  brought  in  fmce, 
When  Fools  began  to  love  Obedience, 
And  calPd  their  Slavery  Safety  and  Defence, 
My  Glorious  Father  got  me  in  his  Heat, 
When  all  he  did  was  eminently  Great  : 
When  warlike  Relgia  felt  his  conqu'ring  Pow'r, 
And  the  proud  Germans  own'd  him  Emperor. 
Why  fhould  it  be  a  Stain  then  on  my  Blood, 
Becaufe  I  came  not  in  the  common  Road, 
But  born  obfcure,  and  fo  more  like  a  God  ? 
No  ;  tho*  this  Diadem  another  wear, 
At  leaft  to  all  his  Pleafures  I'll  be  Heir. 
here  i  mould  meet  my  Eboli,  my  Fair. 

Enter  E  B  o  L  I. 

She  comes  ;  as  the  bright  Cyprian  Goddefs  moves,  "} 
When  loofe,  and  in  her  Chariot  drawn  by  Doves,  > 
She  rides  to  meet  the  warlike  God  (he  loves.  \^ 

EBOLI. 


DON    C  A  R  i  o  $,, 

EBOLL 

Alas,  my  Lord,  you  know  not  with  what  Fear 
And  Hazard  1  am  come  to  meet  you  here. 
Don  JOHN. 

0  banifti  it :  Lovers  like  us  fhonld  fly, 
And  mounted  by  their  Wiihes  foar  o.n  high, 
Where  fofteft  Ecftafles  and  Tranfports  are, 
While  Fear  alone  difturbs  the  lower  Air. 

EBOLL 

But  who  is  fafe  when  Eyes  are  ^ev'r-y  whe^e  ? 
Or  if  we  could  with  happieft  Secrefy 
Enjoy  thefe  Sweets,  oh,  whither  {hall  we  fly 
T'efcape  that  Sight  whence  we  can  nothing  hide  ? 
Don  JOHN. 

Alas,  lay  this  Religion  now  afide ; 
Pll  mew  thee  one  more  pleafant,  that  which  -Jove      J 
Set  forth  to  the  old  World,  when  from  above 
He  came  himfelf,  and  taught  his  Mortals  Love.          3 

EBOLL 

Will  nothing  then  quench  your  unruly  Flame  ? 
My  Lord,  you  might  confider  who  i  am. 
Don  JOHN. 

1  know  y'are  her  I  love,  what  fhould  I  more 
Regard  ? 

EBOLL 
—By  Heav'n,  he's  brave—  [JJtfe. 

— But  can  fb  poor 

A  Thought  poflefs  your  Breail,  to  think  that  I 
Will  brand  my  Name  with  Lull  and  Infamy  ? 

Don  JOHN. 

Thofe  who  are  nobleil  born  mould  higher  prize 
Love's  Sweets.     Oh  !  let  me  fly  into  thofe  Eyes  ! 
There's  fomething  in  'em  leads  my  Soul  aftray  : 
A:  he  who  in  a  Necromancer's  Glafs 
Beholds  his  wifh'd-for  Fortune  by  him  pafs, 

Yet 
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Yet  ftill  with  greedy  Eyes • 

Purfues  the  Viiion  as  it  glides  away. 

EBOLL 

Proteft  me,  Heaven,  I  dare  no  longer  (lay ; 
Your  Looks  fpeak  Danger :  I  feel  fomething  too 
That  bids  me  fly,  yet  will  not  let  me  go.       [Halfafide* 

Den  JOHN. 

Take  Vows  and  Pray'rs  if  ever  I  prove  falfe  ; 
ee  at  your  Feet  the  humble  Aujlria  falls.  \Kneels*. 

EB  OIL 

Rife,  rife, [Autfria  r//£r. 

Vly  Lord,  why  would  you  thus  deceive  ?  [«$/§•£/, 

Don  JOHN. 

How  many  ways  to  wound  me  you  contrive  ? 
peak,  wouldft  thou  have  an  Empire  at  thy  Feet  ? 
Say,  wouldil  thou  rule  the  World  ?  I'll  conquer  it. 

E  £  01 1. 

No  ;  above  Empire  far  I  could  prize  you, 
f  you  would  be  but  ••  < 

Don  JOHN. 

What? 

EBOLL 

-For  ever  true. 

Doa  JOHN. 

That  thou  may 'ft  ne'er  haveCaufe  to  fear  thofe  Harms, 
'11  be  confin'd  for  ever  in  thy  Arms  : 
May,  i'll  not  one  (hort  Minute  from  thee  ft  ray  ;  J 

VJyfdf  I'll  on  thy  tender  Bofom  lay,  > 

1  ill  in  its  Warmths  I'm  melted  all  away.  j 

Enter  G  A  R  c  i  A. 

G  ARC  1 4. 

Madam,  your  Lord 

EBOLL 


J2O  DON    CARLOS, 

EBOLI. 
——Oh !  fly,  or  Pm  undone. 

Don  JOHN. 
Muft  I  without  my  Bleffing  then  be  gone  ? 

[Kffis  btr  H*nd. 
E  BOLL 
Think  thou  this  Indifcretion  merits  one  ? 

[Pulls  it  back. 
Don  J  O  HN. 

I'm  aw'd 

As  a  fick  Wretch,  that  on  his  Death-Bed  lies, 
Loth  with  his  Friends  to  part,  juft  as  he  dies, 
Thus  fends  his  Soul  in  Wifties  from  his  Eyes.  [Exit. 

EBOLI. 

Oh  Heav'n  !  what  Charms  in  Youth  and  Vigour 
Yet  he  in  Conquefl  is  not  gone  too  far  j 
Too  eafily  I'll  not  myfelf  refign  : 
Ere  I  am  his,  I'll  make  him  furely  mine  ; 
Draw  him  by  fubtle  Baits  into  the  Trap, 
Till  he's  too  far  got  in  to  make  Efcape  ; 
About  him  fwiftly  the  foft  Snare  I'll  caft, 
And  when  I  have  him  there,  I'll  hold  him  fail. 

Enter  R  u  i-G  o  M  E  z. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
Thus  unaccompany'd  I  fubtly  range 
The  folitary  Paths  of  dark  Revenge  : 
The  fearful  Deer  in  Herds  to  Coverts  run, 
While  Beails  of  Prey  affeft  to  roam  alone. 

EBOLI. 

Ah  !  my  dear  Lord,  how  do  you  fpend  your  Hours  ? 
You  little  think  what  my  poor  H^art  endures ; 
Whilft,  with  your  Abfence  tortur'd,  I  in  vain 
Pant  after  Joys  I  ne'er  can  hope  to  gain. 

RUI- 
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RUI-GOMEZ. 

You  cannot  my  Unkindnefs  fure  upbraid  ; 
You  (hould  forgive  thole  Faults  yourfelf  have  made. 
Remember  you  the  Tafk  you  gave  ? 

E  B  O  L  I, 

— 'Tis  true  ; 


Your  Pardon,  for  I  do  remember  now. 
Jf  I  forgot,  'twas  Love  had  all  my  Mind  : 
And  'tis  no  Sin,  I  hope,  to  be  too  kind. 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 
How  happy  am  I  in  a  faithful  Wife  ! 
Oh  thou  molt  precious  Bleffing  of  my  Life  ! 

EBOLI. 

Does  then  Succefs  attend  upon  your  Toil  ? 
I  long  to  fee  you  revel  in  the  Spoil. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

What  ftriftefl  Diligence  could  do,  I've  done, 
T'incenfe  an  angry  Father  'gainfl  his  Son. 
I  to  advantage  told  him  all  that's  pail, 
Defcrib'd  with  Art  each  am'rous  Glance  they  call : 
So  that  this  Night  he  ihunn'd  the  Marriage-Bed* 
Which  thro'  the  Court  has  various  Murmurs  fpread* 

Enter  the  KING  attended  by  P  o  s  A  . 

See  where  he  comes  with  Fury  in  his  Eyes  ; 
Kind  Heav'n  but  grant  the  Storm  may  higher  rife* 
If't  grow  too  loud,  I'll  lurk  in  fome  dark  Cell, 
And  laugh  to  hear  my  Magic  work  fo  well. 
KING. 

What's  all  my  Glory,  all  my  Pomp  ?  how  poor 
Is  fading  Gfeatnefs  ?  or  how  vain  is  Pow'r  ? 
Where  all  the  mighty  Conquefts  I  have  feen  ?  J 

I,  who  o'er  Nations  have  victorious  been,  > 

Now  cannot  quell  one  little  Foe  within.  3 

VOL.  L  G  Curs'd 


122  DON    CARLOS, 

Curs'd  Jealoufy,  that  poifons  all  Love's  Sweets  ! 
How  heavy  on  my  Heart  th'  Invader  fits  ! 
Oh  Gcmcx,  thou  haft  giv'n  my  mortal  Wound. 
RUI-GOMEZ. 

^hatis't  does  To  your  Royal  Thoughts  confound" 
A  King  his  Pow'r  unbounded  ought  to  have, 
And  ruling  all,  mould  not  be  Paiiion's  Slave. 
XING. 

Thou  counfell'fl:  well,  but  art  no  Stranger  fure 
To  the  fad  Caufe  of  what  I  now  endure. 
Know'ft  thou  what  Poifon  thou  didft  lately  give:1 
And  doft  not  wonder  to  behold  me  live  ? 

RU  I.GOMEZ. 

I  only  did  as  by  my  D«ty  ty'd, 
Ard  never  iludy'd  any  thing  befide. 


I  do  not  blame  thy  Duty  or  thy  Care  : 
Quickly,  what  paft  between  'cm  more  declare, 
How  greedily  my  Soul  to  Ruin  flies  ! 
.As  he,  who  in  a  Fever  burning  lies, 
J'irfi:  of  his  Friends  does  for  a  Drop  implore.,  p 

Which  tailed  once,  unable  to  give  o'er,  £• 

Knows  'tis  hisJSane,  yet  flill  thirfls  after  more.  S 

Oh  then  - 

•RUI-GOM  EZ. 

-  T  fear  that  you-'ll  interpret  wrong  ; 
*Tis  true,  they  gaz'd,  but  'twas  not  very  long. 
KING. 

J,ie  fHli,  my  Heart  :  Not  lomg,  was't  that  you  faid  ? 

RULGQME.Z. 

No  longer  ;than  they  in  your  Prefence  ftay'd. 

KING. 

No  longc-r?  Why,  a  Soul  in  lefs  time  flies 
Tah-eav'n  ;  and  they  have^changM  theirs  at  their  Ryes. 

Hence 
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Hence  abject  Fears,  be  gone  ;  flic's  all  divine. 
Speak,  Friends,  can  Angels  in  Perfection  fin  ? 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Angels  that  fhine  above,  do  oft  beflovv 
Their  influence  on  poor  Mortals  here  below. 
KING. 

But  Carlos  is  my  Son,  and  always  near ; 
Seems  to  move  with  me  in  my  glorious  Sphere. 
True,  fhe  may  (how'r  promifcuous  Blefiings  down 
On  Slaves  that  gaze  for  what  falls  from  a  Crown  : 
But  when  too  kindly  flie  his  Brightnefs  fees, 
It  robs  my  Luftre  to  add  more  to  his. 

But  Oh  !  I  dare  not  think • 

Tjiat  thofe  Eyes  fnould  at  leaft  fo  humble  be, 
To  froop  at  him,  when  they  had  vanquifli'd  me. 

P  O  S  A. 

Sir,  I  am  proud  to  think  I  know  the  Prince, 
That  he  of  Virtue  has  too  great  a  Senfe, 
To  cherifh  but  a  Thought  beyond  the  Bound 
Of  itrifteft  Duty.     He  to  me  has  own'd 
How  much  was  to  his  former  Paffion  due, 
Yet  ilill  confefs'd  he  above  all  priz'd  you. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

You  better  reconcile,  Sir,  than  advife : 
Be  not  more  charitable  than  y'are  wife. 
The  King  is  fick,  and  we  ihould  give  him  Eafe, 
But  firft  find  out  the  Depth  of  his  Difeafe. 
Too  fudden  Cures  have  oft  pernicious  grown  ; 
We  muft  not  heal  up  feiler'd  Wounds  too  foon. 

K  I N  G. 

By  this  then  you  a  Povv'r  would  o'er  me  gain, 
Wounding  to  let  me  linger  in  the  Pain. 
I'm  ftung,  and  won't  the  Torture  long  endure  : 
Serpents  that  wound,  have  Blood  thofe  Wounds  to  cure. 

Gz  RV. 
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RUI-GOMEZ. 

Good  Heav'n  forbid  that  I  mould  ever  dare 
To  queflion  Virtue  in  a  Queen  io  fair ; 
Tho'  fhe  her  Eyes  caft  on  your  glorious  Son  : 
Mtn  oft  fee  Treafures,  and  yet  covet  none. 

XING. 

Think  not  to  blind  me  with  dark  Ironies, 
The  Truth  difguis'd  in  obfcure  Contraries. 
No,  I  will  trace  his  Windings ;  all  her  dark 
And  fubtleft  Paths,  each  little  Aclion  ;nark. 
If  fhe  prove  falfe,  as  yet  I  fear,  fhe  dies. 

Enter  Qj;  E  E  N  attended,  and  HENRIETTA. 

Ha !  here  !  O  let  me  turn  away  my  Eyes, 
For  all  around  (he'll  her  bright  Beams  difplay  : 
Should  I  to  gaze  on  the  wild  Meteor  flay, 
Spite  of  myfelf  I  mail  be  led  altray. 

[Exit  the  King  attended,  looking  at  tie  Queen 

QUEEN. 

How  fcornfully  he  is  withdrawn  ! 
Sure  e'er  his  Love  he'd  let  me  know  his  Pow'r : 
As  Heav'n  oft  thunders  ere  it  fends  a  Show'r. 
This  Spanijb  Gravity  is  very  odd  : 
All  Things  are  by  Severity  fo  aw'd, 
That  little  Love  dares  hardly  peep  abroad. 

HENRIETTA. 

Alas !  what  can  you  from  old  Age  expe#, 
When  frail  uneafy  Men  themfelves  negledl  ? 
Some  little  Warmth  perhaps  may  be  behind, 
Tho'  fuch  as  in  extinguifh'd  Fires  you'll  find; 
Where  fome  Remains  of  Heat  the  Afhes  hold, 
Which  (if  for  more  you  open)  ftraight  are  coJd. 

3JJEEN. 

*Twas  Intereft  and  Safety  of  the  State  ; 
Jnt'reft,  that  bold  Impofer  on  our  Fate ; 

That 
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That  always  to  dark  Ends  mifguides  our  Wills, 
And  with  falfe  Happinefs  fmooths  o'er  our  Jlls. 
It  was  by  that  unhappy  Francs  was  led,  > 

When,  tho'  by  Contract  I  fhoald  Carlos  wed,  > 

I  was  an  Offering  made  to  Philip's  Eed.  3 

Why  figh'ft  thou,  Henrietta?  [He 

HENRIETTA. 

^  ho  is  it  can 

Know  your  fad  Fate,  and  yet  from  Grief  refrain  ? 
With  I  leafure  oft  I've  heard  you  fmiling  tell 
Of  Carlos'  Love. 

QUEEN. 

——And  did*  it  pleafe  you  well  ? 
In  that  brave  Prince's  Courtfhip  there  did  meet 
All  that  we  could  obliging  call  or  fweet. 
At  ev'ry  Point  he  with  Advantage  flood  : 
Pierce  as  a  Lion,  if  provok'd  abroad  ; 
ttfe,  foft  as  Angels,  charming  as  a  God. 
HENRIETTA, 

One  fo  aecompliih'd,  and  who  lov'd  you  too, 
With  what  Refentments  muft  he  part  with  you  ? 

Methinks  I  pity  him. But  oh  !  in  vain  : 

He's  both  above  my  Pity  and  my  Pain,  [A/Me. 

QUEEN. 

What  means  this  ftrange  Diforder  ? 
HENRIETTA. 

>  Yonder  view, 

That  which  I  fear  will  difcompofe  you  too. 

Enter  Don  CARLOS,  and  P  o  s  A. 

3JJEEN. 

Alas,  the  Prince !  There  to  my  Mind  appears 
Something  that  in  me  moves  unufual  Fears. 
Away,  Henrietta [Ofers  to  go. 

G  3  Don 
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Don  CARLOS. 

Why  would  you  be  gone  ? 


os'  J  ight  ungrateful  to  you  grown  ? 
,  fpeak  :  Jn  Obedience  I'll  retire. 


b.  Carlos'  J  iht 
If  His 

Q^UEE  N. 
No,  you  may  fpeak,  but  muft  advance  no  nigher* 

Den  CARLOS. 

TVfuft  I  then  at  that  awful  Diftance  fue, 
As  our  Fore-fathers  were  compell'd  to  do, 
When  they  Petitions  made  at  that  great  Shrine, 
Where  none  but  the  High  Prieft  might  enter  in  ? 
1  ct  me  approach  ;  I've  nothing  for  your  Ear, 
But  what's  fo  pare  it  might  be  offer'd  there. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Too  long  'tis  dang'rous  for  me  here  to  Hay  : 
If  you  mult  fpeak,  proceed  :  What  would  you  fay  ? 

[Carlos  kneeh. 
Nay,  this  firange  Ceremony  pray  give  o'er. 

Don  CARL  OS. 

Was  I  ne'er  in  this  Poflure  feen  before  ? 
Ah  !  can  your  cruel  Heart  fo  foon  refign 
All  Senfe  of  thefe  fad  Sufferings  of  mine  ? 
To  your  more  juft  Remembrance,  if  you  can, 
Kecal  how  Fate  feem'd  kindly  to  ordain 
That  once  you  mould  be  mine  ;  which  I  believ'd 
Tho'  now,  alas  !  I  find  I  was  deceiv'd. 

QUEEN.  J 

Then,  Sir,  you  mould  your  Fate,  not  me  upbraid, 

Den  CARLOS. 

I  will  not  fay  y'ave  broke  the  Vows  you  made  $ 
Only  implore  you  would  not  quite  forget 
The  Wretch  y*ave  oft  feen  dying  at  your  Feet, 
And  now  no  other  Favour  begs  to  have, 
Than  fuch  kind  Pity  as  becomes  your  Slave. 

7  '  For 


\ 
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For  'midft  your  higheft  Joys,  without  a  Crime, 
At  leaft  you  now  and  then  may  think  of  him. 

VJJEEN. 

If  e'er  you  lov'd  me,  you  would  this  forbear; 
It  is  a  Language  which  1  dare  not  hear. 
My  Heart  and  Faith  become  your  Father's  Right ; 
Ail  other  Paiilons  i  mail  now  forget. 
Den  CARLOS. 

Can  then  a  Crown  and  Majefty  difpenfe 
Upon  your  Heart  fuch  mighty  Influence, 
That  1  muil  be  for  ever  baniih'd  thence  ? 
Had  I  been  rais'd  to  all  the  Heights  of  Pow'r, 
In  Triumph  crown'd  the  World's  great  Emperor, 
Of  all  its  Riches,  all  its  State  pofTds'd, 
Yet  you  mould  Hill  have  govern'd  in  ray  Breaft, 

QUEEN. 

Tn  vain  on  her  you  Obligations  lay, 
Who  wants  not  Will,  but  Power  to  repay. 

HENRIETTA. 

Yet  had  you  Henrietta's  Heart,  }  ou  would 
At  leaft  ftrive  to  afford  him.  all  you  could. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Oh  !  fay  not  you  want  Pow'r  ;  you  may  with  one 
Kind  Look  pay  doubly  all  I've  undergone. 
And  knew  you  but  the  Innocence  I  bear, 
How  pure,  how  fpotlefs  all  my  Wifhes  are, 
You  would  not  fcruple  to  fupply  my  Want, 
When  all  I'll  aik  you  may  ib  fafely  grant. 

QUEEN. 

I  know  not  what  to  grant  j  too  well  I  find 
That  ftill  at  leaft  I  cannot  be  unkind. 

Don  CARLOS. 
Afford  me  then  that  little  which  I  crave.- 

3JJEEN. 
You  fhdl.not  want  what  i  may  let  you  hai-e. 

[Gives  her  Hand jigling . 
G  4  Don 
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Don  CARL  OS. 

Like  one*  •  •  ••- • 

That  fees  a  Heap  of  Gems  before  him  call, 
T  hence  to  chufe  any  that  may  pleafe  him  belt ; 
From  the  rich  Treafure  whilft  I  Choice  fhould  make, 
Dazzl'd  with  aft,  I  know  not  where  to  take. 
1  would  be  rich • 

3JJE  E  N. 

..  •  Nay,  you  too  far  encroach  ; 

I  fear  I  have  already  giv'n  too  much.     [%*ur»tfrom  him:, 

Den  CARL  OS. 

On  \  take  not  back  again  th'  appearing  Blifs,. 
How  difficult's  the  Path  to  Happfnefs.  ? 
Whilft  up  the  Precipice  we  climb  with  Pain, 
One  little  Slip  throws  us  quite  down  again, 
Stay,  Madam,  tho'  you  nothing  more  can  give 
Than  juft  enough  to  keep  a  Wretch  alive  ; 
At  leafs  remember  how  1  ve  lov'd  >         « 

QUEEN. 

— 1  witt, 

Don  CARLOS, 

That  was  fo  kind,  that  I  muft  beg  more  1U1J  j. 
Let  me  love  on  :  It  is  a  very  poor 
And  eafy  Grant,  yet  I'll  requeft  no  more. 

QUEEN. 

Do  you  believe  that  you  can  Lore  retainj 
And  not  expecl  to  be  belov'd  again  ? 

Don  CARL  OS. 

Yes,  I  will  love,  and  think  I'm  happy  too, 
So  long  as  I  can  find  that  you  are  fo  : 
All  my  Difquiets  baniih  from  my  Breaft  : 
I  will  endeavour  to  do  fo  at  leaft.  [Sighing  deeply. 

Or 
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Or  if  I  can't  my  Miferies  out-wear, 

They  never  more  fhall  come  t'  offend  your  Ear* 

QUEEN. 

Love  then,  brave  Prince,  whilft  I'll  thy  Love  admire  ; 
[Gives  her  Hand,  which  Don  Carlos  during  all  tbis: 

Speech  kij/es  eagerly. 

Yet  keep  the  Flame  fo  pure,  fuch  chafte  Defire, 
That  without  Spot  hereafter  we  above 
May  meet,  when  we  mall  come  all  Soul,  all  Love, 

Till  when Oh  !  whither  am  I  run  aftray  ? 

J  grow  too  weak,  and  muft  no  longer  ftay  : 

For  mould  J,  the  foft  Charm  fo  ftrong  would  grow, 

I  find  that  1  (hall  want  the  Power  to  go. 

[Ex.  Queen  and  Henriettas 

Don  CARLOS. 

O  fweet J 

If  fuch  Tranfport  be  in  a  Tafte  fo  fmall, 
How  blefs'd  muft  he  be  that  poffefles  all! 
\Vhere  am  J,  Pofa?  Where's  the  Queen  ? 

[Standing  amatfrfi 

p  o  $A: 

My  Lord, 

A  while  fome  Refpite  to  your  Heart  afford  : 

The  Queen's  retir'd 

Don  CARLOS. 

Retir'd !  And  did  me  then 

Juft  mew  me  Heav'n,  to  fhut  it  in  again  ? 
This  little  Eafe  augments  my  Pain  the  more ;; 
For  now  I'm  more  impatient  than  before, 
And  have  difcover'd  Riches  make  me  mad. 
POS4. 

But  fmce  thefe  Xreafures  are  not  to  be  had,. 
You  mould  correcl:  Defires  that  drive  you  on 
Beyond  that  Duty  which  becomes  a,bon» 
G  5 


DON    CARLO  s^ 

No  longer  let  the  Tyrant  Love  invade  ; 

The  Brave  may  by  themfelvesjae  happy  made. 

You  to  your  Father  now  muft  all  refign. 

Don  CARLOS. 

But  ere  he  robb'd  me  of  her  me  was  mine* 
To  be  my  Friend  is  all  thou  haft  to  do, 
For  half  my  Miferies  thou  canft  not  know. 
Make  myfelf  happy  !  Bid  the  Damn'd  do  fo ; 
Who  in  fad  Flames  muft  be  for  ever  tofs'd, 
Yet  ftill  in  view  of  the  lov'd  Heav'n  th'ave  loft,  [Exeu 


\ 
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ACT    III.       a  C  E  N  E    L, 

The  Grove  continues. 

Enter  Don  JOHN  of  A  u  s  T  R  i  A». 

ZW  JOHN. 

OW  vainly  would  dull  Moralifls  impofe 
Limits  on  Love,  whofe  Nature  brooks  no  Laws  ? 

Love  is  a  God,  and  like  a  God  ihould  be. 

Inconftant  with  unbounded  Liberty, 

Rove  as  he  lift  -- 

J  find  it  ;  for  ev'n  now  I've  had  a  Feaft,. 

Of  which  a  God  might  covet  for  a  Tafte*. 

Methinks  I  yet-  -  • 

See  with  what  foft  Devotion  in  her  Eyes  . 

The  tender  Lamb  came  to  the  Sacrifice. 

Oh  how  her  Charms  furpjiz'd  me  as  I  lay!' 

Like  too  near  Sweets  they  took  my.  Senfe  away; 

And  I  ev'n  loft  the  Pow'r  to  reach  at  Joy. 

But  thofe  crofs*  Witchcrafts  foon  unravell'd  were, 

And  I  was  lulPd  in  Trances  fweeter  far  : 

As  anchor'd  Veflels  in  calm  Harbours  ride, 

Rock'd  on  the  Swellings  of  the  floating  Tide. 

How  wretched's  then  the  Man,  who  tho'  alone 

He  thinks  he's  bleftr,  yet  as  confin'd  to  one, 

Is  but  at  belt  a  Pris'ner  on  a  Throne  .? 
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STo  him  KING  attended,  POSA,  and  GOMEZ. 

KING. 

Ye  mighty  Pow'rs,  whofe  Substitutes  we  are, 
On.  whom  y'ave  lain  of  Earth  the  Rule  and  Care, 

G.6  Whv 


DON    CARLOS, 

Why  all  our  Toils  do  you  reward  with  111, 
And  to  thofe  weighty  Cares  add  greater  Hill  ? 
Or  how  could  I  your  Deities  enrage, 
That  blefs'd  my  Youth,  thus  to  afflict  my  Age  ? 
A  Queen  and  a  Son's  Incefl  !  difmal  Thought  ! 

Don  JOHN. 

"What  is't  fo  foon  his  Majefty  has  brought  [To  Gomez, 
From  the  foft  Arms  of  his  young  Bride  ? 


-  Ay  true! 

Is  me  not,  Auftria,  young  and  charming  too  ? 
port  thou  not  think  her  to  a  Wonder  fair  ? 
Tell  me  - 

Don  JOHN. 

-  By  Heaven  more  bright  than  Planets  arc* 
Her  Beauty's  Force  might  ev'n  their  Pow'r  out-do. 

KING. 

Nay,  fhe's  as  falfe,  and  as  unconftant  too, 
Oh  duftria,  that  a  Form  fo  outward  bright 
Should  be  within  all  dark  and  ugly  Night  ! 
For  Ihe,  to  whom  I'd  dedicated  all 
My  Love,  that  deareft  Jewel  of  my  Soul, 
Takes  from  its  Shrine  the  precious  Relique  down,, 
T'adorn  a  little  Idol  of  her  own. 
My  Son  !  that  Rebel  both  to  Heaven  and  me  ! 
Oh  the  diftracling  Throes  of  Jealoufy  ! 
But  as  a  drowning  Wretch  juit  like  to  fink, 
Seeing  him  that  threw  him  in  upon  the  Brink  ; 
At  the  third  Plunge  lays  hold  upon  his  Foe, 
And  tugs  him  down  into  Deftru&ion  too  : 
So  thou  from  whom  thefe  Miferies  I've  known,, 
Shalt  bear  me  out  again,  or  with  me  drown. 

i  [Seizes  roughly  on  Rui-Gomez* 
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R  UI-GOMEZ. 

My  Loyalty  will  teach  me  how  to  wait 
All  the  SuccelTes  of  my  Sov'reign's  Fate. 
What  is't,  Great  Sir,  you  would  command  me  ? 
KING. 

How  ? 

What  is't — I  know  not  what  I'd  have  thee  do  : 
Study  Revenge  for  me,  'tis  that  I  want. 

Don  JOHN. 

Alas !  what  Frenzy  does  your  Temper  haunt  ? 
Revenge  !  On  whom  ? 

KING. 
On  my  falfe  Queen  and  Son. 

RULGOMEZ. 

On  them !  good  Heaven !  what  is't  that  they  have  done ; 
Oh  had  my  Tongue  been  curs'd  ere  it  had  bred 
This:  Jealoufy—  \Half  afiet*+ 

KING. 

Then  cancel  what  thou'ft  faid. 

Didfl  thou  not  tell  me,  that  thou  faw'ft  him  fland 
Printing  foft  Vows  in  Rifles  on  her  Hand  ; 
Whilft  in  Requital  me  fuch  Glances  gave, 
Would  quicken  a  dead  Lover  in  his  Grave  ? 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 

I  did  ;  and  what  lefs  could  the  Queen  altow 
To  him,  than  you  to  ev'ry  Vaflal  mow  ? 
Th'  affording  him  that  little  from  Love's  Store, 
Imply'd  that  me  for  you  referv'd  much  more. 

KING. 

Oh,  doubtlefs,  me  muft  have  a  wondrous  ftore 
Of  Love,  that  fells  it  at  a  rate  fo  poor. 
Now  thou'dft  rebate  my  Paffions  with  Advice; 
And  when  thou  fhou'dft  be  aftive,  wou'dfl  be  wife.. 
No,  lead  me  wjiere  I  may  their  Inceft  fee, 
Do,  or  by  Heaven— do,  and  I'll  worlhijp  thee. ! 

Qh 


134-  DON    CARLO  s, 

Oh  how  my  Paffions  drive  me  to  and  fro  ! 
Under  their  heavy  Weight  I  yield  and  bow. 
But  I'll  re-gather  yet  my  Strength,  and  ftanct 
Brandiihing  all  my  Thunder  in  my  Hand. 

POSA. 

And  may  it  be  fent  forth,  and  where  it  goes 
Light  fatally  and  heavy  on  your  Foes. 
But  let  your  Loyal  Son  and  Confort  bear 
No  111,  fmce  they  of  any  guiltlefs  are. 
Here  with  my  Sword  Defiance  1  proclaim 
To  that  bold  Traitor  that  dares  wrong  their  FamCi 

Don  JOHN. 

I  too  dare  with  my  Life  their  Caufe  make  good, 
XING. 

Sure  well  their  Innocence  y've  understood, 
That  you  fo  prodigal  are  of  your  BlooxL 
Or  wouldft  thou  fpeak  me  Comfort  ?   F  would  £nd 
'Mongft  all  my  Counfellers  at  ieaft  one  kind.. 
Yet  any  thing  like  that  I  muft  not  hear; 
For  fo  my  Wrongs  I  fhould  too  tamely  bear, 
And  weakly  grow  my  own  fond  Flatterer. 

Pofa,  withdraw {Exit  PofjU. 

My  Lords,  all  this  y'ave  heard. 

R.UI-GOMEZ. 
Yes,  I  obferv'd  it,  Sir,  with  ftria  Regard  : 
The  young  Lord's  Friendship  was  too  great  to  hide* 

KING. 

Is  he  then  fo  to  my  falfe  Son  ally'd  ? 
?  am  environ 'd  ev'ry  way,  and  ail 
My  Fate's  unhappy  Engines  plot  my  Fall.. 
Like  Ctefar  in  the  Senate,  thus  I  Hand, 
Whilft  Ruin  threaten'd  him  on  ev'ry  Hand; 
From  each  Side  he  had  warning  he  muft  die; 
Yet  ilill  he  brav'd  hisi  Fate,  and  fo  will  It 
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To  ftrive  for  Eafe  would  but  add  more  to  Pain  : 
As  Streams,  that  beat  againfl  their  Banks  in  vain, 
Retreating  fwell  into  a  Flood  again, 
No,  I'll  do  things  the  World  fhall  quake  to  hear  : 
My  juft  Revenge  fo  true  a  Stamp  mall  bear, 
As  henceforth  Heav'n  itfelf  fhall  emulate, 
And  copy  all  its  Vengeance  out  by  that. 
All  but  Rut-Gomez  I  muft  have  withdrawn^ 
I've  fomething  to  difcourfe  with  him  alone. 

[Ex.  Qmnes,  pr&ter  King  and  Gomez* 
Now,  Gomez,  on  thy  Truth  depends  thy  Fate : 
Thou'ft  wrought  my  Senie  of  Wrong  to  fuch  a  Heighty 
Within  my  Breaft  it  will  no  longer  ftay, 
But  grows  each  Minute  till  it  force  its  Way, 
I  would  not  find  inyfelf  at  laft  deceiv'd. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Nor  would  I  'gainft  your  Reafon  be  believ'd* 
Think,  Sir,  your  Jealoufy  to  be  but  Fear 
Of  lofing  Treafures,  which  you  hold  fo  dear; 
Your  Queen  and  Son  may  yet  be  innocent : 
1  know  but  what  they  did,  not  what  they  meant* 

KING. 

Meant !  What  mould  Looks,  and  Sighs,  and  Preflijngs 
No,  no  ;  I  need  not  hear  it  o'er  again.  [mean  ? 

No  Repetitions fomething  mult  be  done. 

Now  there's  no  111  I  know  that  I  would  mun. 

I'll  fly,  till  them  I've  in  their  In^cefl:  found, 

Full  charg'd  with  Rage,  and  with  my  Veagean.ce  hot  j 

Like  a  Granado  from  a  Cannon  £h,otr 

Which  lights  at  laft  upon  the  Enemy's  Ground, 

Then  breaking  deals  Deilruftion  all  around.  [Exit  King. 

RULGOMEZ, 
So  now  his  Jealoufy  is  at  the  top, 
Each  little  BUH  will  ferve  to  keep  it  upv 
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But  flay  ;  there's  fomething  I've  omitted  yet ; 
Pq/a's  my  Enemy  ;  and  true,  he's  great. 
Alas,  I'm  arm'd  'gainft  all  that  he  can  do  ; 
For  my  Snare's  large  enough  to  hold  him  too; 
Yet  I'll  difguife  that  Purpofe  for  awhile  : 
But  when  he  with  the  rell  is  caught  i'th'  Toil, 
I'll  boldly  out,  and  wanton  in  the  Spoil. 

Enter  POSA. 

POSA. 

My  Lord  Rui-Gomez  !  and  the  King  not  here  ? 
You,  who  fo  eminent  a  Fav'rite  are 
In  a  King's  Eye,  mould  ne'er  be  abfent  thence.. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

No,  Sir,  'tis  you  that  by  a  rifing  Prince 
Are  cherimM,  and  fo  tread  a  fafer  way, 
Rich  in  that  BUfs  the  World  waits  to  enjoy. 

POSA. 

Since  what  may  blefs  the  World  we  ought  to  prize,. 
I  wifh  there  were  no  publick  Enemies : 
No  lurking  Serpents  Poifon  to  difpenfe, 
Nor  Wolves  to  prey  on  noble  Innocence  ; 
No  Flatt'rers,  that  with  Royal  Goodnefs  fport, 
Thofe  flirjung  Weeds  that  over-run  a  Court. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Nay,  if  good  Wifhes  any  thing  could  do, 
I  have  as  earneft  Wifhes,  Sir,  as  you  : 
That  tho'  perhaps  our  King  enjoys  the  beft 
Of  Pow'r,  yet  may  he  Hill  be  doubly  blefs'd. 
May  he — 

POSA. 

Nay,  Gomez,  you  mail  ne'er  out-do  me  there; 
Since  for  Great  Philip's  Good,  I  would  you  were 
(Jf  goflible)  more  honeft  than  you  are. 
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RUI-GOMEZ. 
Why,  Pofa  ',  what  Defect  can  you  difcern  * 

Nay,  half  your  Myfteries  I'm  yet  to  learn  ; 
Tho'  this  I'll  boldly  juitify  to  all, 
That  you  contrive  a  gen'rous  Prince's  Fall. 

[Gomez  /Miles* 

Nay,  think  not  by  your  Smiles,  and  carelefs  Port, 
To  laugh  it  off :  I  come  not  here  to  fport,. 
I  do  not,  Sir. 

R  UI-GOME  Z. 
Young  Lord,  what  Meaning  has 
This  Heat? 


To  let  you  fee  I  know  y'are 

RULGOM&Z. 

Nay  then  I  Pardon  aik  that  I  did  fmile  : 
By  iieav'n,  I  thought  y'had  jelled  all  this  while. 
' 
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Yes,  more  bate  than  impotent  or  old, 
All  Virtue  in  thee,  like  thy  Blood,  runs  cold  I 
rl  hy  rotten  putrid  Carcafe  is  lefs  full 
Of  Rancour  and  Contagion  than  thy  Soul,. 
Ev'n  now  before  the  King  I  faw  it  plain  ; 
But  Duty  to  that  Prefence  aw'd  me  then  : 
Yet  there  I  dar'd  thy  Treafon  with  my  Sword  : 
ButiHH  -- 

Thy  ViHany  talk'd  all  ;  Courage  had  not  a  Word, 
True,  thou  art  old  ;  yet  if  thou  haft  a  Friend, 
To  whom  thy  curfed  Caufe  thou  dar'ft  commend  5; 
'Gainft  him  in  Public  I'll  the  Innocence 
Maintain  of  the  fair  Queen  and  injur'd  Prince. 
R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Farewel,  bold  Champion- 

Lean* 


D  O  N     C  A  K  L  OS, 

learn  better  how  your  Paflions  to  difguife, 

.Appear  lefs  choleric,  and  be  more  wife.     [Extt  R.  Go. 

POS4. 

How  frail  is  all  the  Glory  we  de£gn, 
Whilft  fuch  as  thefe  have  F'ovv'r  to  undermine  ? 
Unhappy  Prince  !  who  rnight'ft  have  fafely  Hood 
If  thou  hadft  been  lefs  great,  or  rot  fo  good. 
Why  the  vile  Premier's  Blood  did  I  not  flied, 
And  all  the  Vengeance  draw  on  my  own  Head  ?   - 
My  Honour  fo  had  had  this  juft  Defence, 
That  1  preferv'd  my  Patron  and  my  Prince, 

Enter  CARLOS  and  QJI  E  E  ^ . 

Brave  Carles :  Ha!  he's  here,,     O  Sir,  take  heed, 
£y  an  unlucky  Fate  your  Love  is  led. 
The  King,  the  King  your  Father's  jealous  grown  ; 
Forgetting  her  his  Queen,  or  you  his  Son, 
Calls  all  his  Vengeance  up  again  ft  you  both. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Has  then  the  falfe  Rui-Gcwez,  broke  his  Oath  | 
.And,  after  all,  my  Innocence  betray'd  ? 
POSA. 

Yes,  all  his  fubtleft  Snares  are  for  you  laid. 
The  King  within  this  lV;inute  will  be  here, 
And  you  are  ruin'cl,  if  but  feen  with  her. 
Retire,  my  Lord  • 

QUEEN. 

How  !  is  he  jealous  grown  ? 
I  thought  my  Virtue  he  had  better  known. 
His  unjuft  Doubts  have  foon  found  out  the  way, 
To  make  their  Entry  on  our  Marriage-Day  : 
For  yet  he  has  net  known  with  me  a  Night: 
Perhaps  his  Tyranny  is  his  Delight ; 
And  to  fuch  Height  his  Cruelty  is  grown, 
He'd  exercife  it  on  his  Queen  and  Son. 

But 
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|!  But  fince,  my  Lord,  this  time  we  muft  obey 

Our  Interefl,  I  beg  you  would  not  ilay  : 
1  Not  feeing  you,  he  may  to  me  be  jutt. 

Don  CARL  OS. 
Should  J  then  leave  you,  Madam? 
QUEEN. 

Yes,  you  muft. 
Don  CARLOS. 

Not  then  when  Storms  againft  your  Virtue  rife. 
No  ;  imce  to  lofe  you,  wretched  Carlos  dies, 
:   He:!l  have  the  Honour  of  it,  in  your  Caufe. 

This  is  the  nobleft  thing  that  Fate  could  do, 
'   She  thus  abates  the  Rigour  of  her  Laws, 
Since  'tis  fome  Pleafure  bat  to  die  for  you. 

$UE  E  N. 

Talk  not  of  Death,  for  that  ev'n  Cowards  dare, 
I   When  their  bafe  Fears  compel  'em  to  defpair  : 
i    l-jope's  the  far  nobler  Paffion  of  the  Mind  ; 
I    Fortune's  a  Miflrefs  that's  with  Caution  kind  ; 
Knows  that  the  Conftant  merit  her  alone,. 
They  who,  tho'  /he  feem  froward,  yet  court  on. 

Don  CARLOS. 

To  wretched  Minds  thus  Hill  fome  Comfort  gleams  : 
And  Angels  eafe  our  Griefs,  tho'  but  with  Dreams. 
I  have  too  oft  already  been  deceiv'd, 
And  the  Cheat's  grown  too  plain  to  be  believ'd. 
You,  Madam,  bid  me  go  .  [Looking  earmjlly  at  the  Queen* 


You  muft. 

POSA. 

You  mall. 

Alas,  I  love  you,  would  not  fee  you  fall  ; 
And  yet  may  find  fome  Way  t'evade  it  all. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Thou,  Po/a,  ever  wert  my  tn»e*l  Friend  ; 
J  almoft  wilh  thou  wert  not  now  fo  kind. 

Thou 


14°  DON    CARLOS, 

Thou  of  a  Thing  that's  loft  tak'ft  too  much  Care  ; 
And  you,  fair  Angel,  too  indulgent  are.    [To  the  9ueur. 
Great  my  Defpair  j  but  ftill  my  Love  is  higher. 

,  Well in  Obedience  to  you,  I'll  retire  ; 

Tho'  during  all  the  Storm  I  will  be  nigh, 
Where  if  I  fee  the  Danger  grow  too  high, 
To  feve  you,  Madam,  I'll  come  forth  and  die.  I 

[Exit  Don  Carlos 

Enter  KING  flWRui-GoMEz. 

KING. 

WRo  would  have  guefs'd  that  this  had  ever  been  ? 

[Sfetttg  Pofa  and  i&e  Queen* 
Diftraftion  !  Where  mall  my  Revenge  begin  ? 
Why,  he's  the  very  Bawd  to  all  their  Sin  : 
And  to  difguife  it,  puts  on  Friendfhip's  Mafk, 
But  hirDiijMrtclr,  Rui~Gomez%  is  thy  fade. 
With  him  pretend  fome  private  Conference, 
And  under  that  Difguife  feduce  him  hence ; 
Then  in  fome  Place  fit  for  the  Deed  impart 
The  Bus'nefs  by  a  Ponyard  to  his  Heart. 
RUI-GQMEZ. 

?Tis  done. — — --— 
KING. 

So,  Madam [Stefs  to  the  Queen, 

QUEEN. 

By  the  Fury  in  your  Eyes, 

I  underftand  you  come  to  tyrannize. 
1  hear  you  are  already  jealous  grown, 
And  dare  fufpecl  my  Virtue  with  your  Son. 

KING. 

Oh  Woman-kind  !   thy  Myft'ries  who  can  fcan, 
Too  deep  for  eafy,  weak,  believing  Man  ? 
Hold,  let  me  look  :  hxieed,  y'are  wond'rous  fair  ; 
§p  on,  the  ouufide  Sodom's  Apples  were  : 

And 
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Ind  yet  within  when  open'd  to  the  View, 
wot  half  fo  dang'rous,  or  fo  foul  as  you. 

$JJ  E  E  N. 

Unhappy  wretched  Woman  that  I  am  ! 
And  you  unworthy  of  a  Hufband's  Name.! 
j)o  you  not  blufh  } 

KINO. 

Yes,  Madam,  for  your  Shame. 

,':lum  too  my  Judgment  e'er  mould  prove  fo  faint, 

fo  let  me  chufe  a  Devil  for  a  Saint. 

•When  'nrft  I  faw  and  lov'd  that  tempting  Eye, 
'he  Fiend  within  the  Flame  I  did  not  fpy ; 

jut  {till  ran  on  and  cherim'd  my  Defires, 
or  heav'nly  Beams  miftook  infernal  Fires  : 
ach  raging  Fires,  as  you  have  fmce  thought  fit 
•  lone  my  Son,  my  Son's  hot  Youth  mould  meet. 
'h  Vengeance,  Vengeance  ! 

%JJ  EE  N. 

Poor  ungenerous  King  1 

jlow  mean's  the  Soul  from  which  fuch  thoughts  muft 

>'as  it  for  this  I  did  fo  late  fubmit,  [fpring  I 

'o  let  you  whine  and  languish  at  my  Feet ; 

/hen  with  falfe  Oaths  you  did  my  Heart  beguile, 

nd  profer'd  all  your  Empire  for  a  Smile  ?    *  j 

hen,  then  my  Freedom  'twas  I  did  re/ign, 

no'  you  ftill  fwore  you  would  preferve  it  mine. 

nd  ftill  it  mall  be  fo,  for  from  this  Hour 

{vow  to  hate,  and  never  fee  you  more. 

lay,  frown  not,  Philip,  for  you  foon  mall  know 

|can  refent  and  rage  as  well  as  you. 

KING. 

j  By  Hell,  her  Pride's  as  raging  as  her  Lull. 
(  I  Guard  there Seize  the  Queen {.Enter  Guard. 

Enter 


>ur  Son  ;      "J 
I  done,      J 
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Enter  CARLOS,  and  intercepts  the  Guards. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Hold,  Sir,  bejuft. 

Firft  look  en  me,  whom  once  you  call'd  your  Son  ; 
A  Title  1  was  always  proud  to  own. 

KING. 

Good  Heav'n  !  to  merit  this  what  have 
That  he  too  dares  before  my  Sight  appear  ? 

Don  CARLOS. 

Why,  Sir,  where  is  the  Caufe  that  I  mould  fear  ? 
Bold  in  my  Innocence,  I  come  to  know 
The  Reafon  why  you  ufe  this  Princefs  fo  ? 

KING. 

Sure  I  mall  find  fome  way  to  raife  this  Siege : 
He  talks  as  if  'twere  for  his  Privilege. 
Foul  ravimer  of  all  my  Honour,  hence  ! 
But  itay  !  Guards,  with  the  Queen  fecure  the  Prince, 
Wherefore  in  my  Revenge  mould  f  be  flow  ? 
Now  in  my  Reach,  I'll  dafti  'em  at  a  Blow. 

Enter  Don   JOHN    of  AUSTRIA,  EBOLI,  HENRIETTA, 
and  GARCIA. 

Den  JOHN. 

I  come,  great  Sir,  with  Wonder  here,  to  fee 
Your  Rage  grown  up  to  this  Extremity. 
Againft  your  beauteous  Queen,  and  loyal  Son  ;  *J 

What  is't  that  they  to  merit  Chains  have  done  ?  * 

Cr  is't  your  own  wild  Jealoufy  alone  ?  J 

KING. 

O  Aufricti  thy  vain  Enquiry  ceafe, 
If  thou  haft  any  value  for  thy  Peace. 
IVJy  mighty  Wrongs  fo  loud  an  Accent  bear, 
'Twould  make  thee  miferable  but  to  hear. 

DC* 
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Father,  if  I  may  dare  to  call  you  fo, 
Since  now  I  doubt,  if  I'm  >our  Son  or  no; 
As  you  have  feal'd  my  Doom,  1  may  complain. 
KING. 

Will  then  that  Monfter  dare  to  fpeak  again  ? 
Den  CARLOS. 

Yes :  Dying  Men  fhould  not  their  Thoughts  difguife.j 
And  fince  you  take  fuch  Joy  in  Cruelties, 
jEre  of  my  Death  the  new  Delight  begin, 
Ee  pleas'd  to  hear  how  cruel  you  have  been. 
Time  was  that  we  were  fmil'd  on  by  our  Fate, 
You  not  unjuft,  nor  I  unfortunate: 
Then^  then,  I  was  your  Son,  and  you  were  glad 
To  hear  IT**  early  Praife  was  talk'd  abroad. 
Then  LoVe^  dear  Sweets  you  to  me  would  clifplay,      J 
Told  me  where  this  rich  beauteous  Treafure  lay,         C 
And  how  to  gain't  inflrudled  me  the  Way.  j 

I  came,  and.faw,  and  lov'd,  and  blefs'd  you  for't. 
But  then  when  Love  had  feal'd  her  to  ray  Heart, 
You  violently  tore  her  from  my  Side  : 
And  'caufe  my  bleeding  Wound  I  could  not  hide, 
:But  ftill  fome  Pleafure  to  behold  her  took, 
•You  now  will  have  my  Life  but  for  a  Look, 
Wholly  forgetting  all  the  Pains  1  bore, 
Your  Heart  with  envious  Jealoufy  boils  o'er, 
'Caufe  I  can  love  uo  lefs,  and  you  no  more, 

HENRIETTA. 

Alas !  how  can  you  hear  his  foft  Complaint, 
And  not  your  harden'd  i^ubborn  Heart  relent  ? 
Turn,  bir,  furvey  that  comely,  awful  Man, 
And  to  my  Pray'rs  be  cruel  if  you  can. 

KING. 
Away,  Deluder  ;  who  taught  thee  to  fuc  ? 

EBOLL 
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EBOLI. 

Loving  the  Queen,  what  is't  fhe  lefs  can  do, 
Than  lend  her  Aid  againft  the  dreadful  Storm  ? 
KING. 

Why  can  the  Devil  dwell  too  in  that  Form  ? 
This  is  their  little  Engine  by  the  by, 
A  Scout  to  watch,  and  tell  when  Danger's  nigh. 
Come,  pretty  Sinner,  thou'It  inform  me  all, 
How,  where,  and  when ;  nay  do  not  fear you  mall. 

HENRIETTA. 

Ah,  Sir,  unkind  ! 

KING. 

——Now  hold  thy  Syren's  Tongue  : 
Who  would  have  thought  there  was  a  Witch  fo  young  ? 

Don  JOHN. 
Can  you  to  fuing  Beauty  flop  your  Ears ;   " 

[Takes  up  Hen.  and  makes  his  dddrefs  to  her.. 
Heav'n  lays  its  Thunders  by,  and  gladly  hears, 
When  Angels  are  become  Petitioners. 

EBOLI. 

Ha!  what  makes  Anftria  fo  officious  there? 
That  Glance  feems  as  it  fent  his  Heart  to  her. 

[djtete  to  Garcia. 
Den  CARLOS. 

A  Banquet  then  of  Blood  fmce  you  defign, 
Yet  you  may  fatisfy  yourfelf  with  mine. 
T  love  the  Queen,  1  have  confefs'd,  'tis  true: 
Proud  too  to  think  1  love  her  more  than  you  ; 

Tho'  me,  by  Heav'n,  is  clear -but  I  indeed 

Have  been  unjuil,  and  do  deferve  to  bleed. 
There  were  no  lawlefs  Thoughts  that  I  did  want, 
Which  Love  had  Povv'r  to  afk,  or  Beauty  grant ; 
Tho'  I  ne'er  yet  found  Hopes  to  raife  'em. on,  J 

For  me  did  flill  preferve  her  Honour's  Throne,  > 

And  daih  the  bold  afpiring  Devils  down.  3 
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If  to  her  Caufe  you  do  not  Credit  give,  ^ 

Fondly  againft  your  Happinefs  you'll  ilrive  ;  > 

A  s  fome  lofe  Heav'n,  becaufe  they  won't  believe.         j 

QJJEEN. 

Whilft,  Prince,  my  Prefervation  you  defign, 
Blot  not  your  Virtue  to  add  more  to  mine. 
The  Clearnefs  of  my  Truth  I'd  not  have  Thown, 
By  any  other  Light  befides  its  own. 
No,  Sir,  he  thro'  Defpair  all  this  has  faid, 
And  owns  Offences  which  he  never  made. 
Why  fhould  you  think  that  I  would  do  you  wrong  ? 
Muft  I  needs  be  unchafte,  becaufe  I'm  young? 
KING. 

XJnconflant  wav'ring  Heart,  why  heav'ft  thou  fo  ? 
I  fliiver  all,  and  know  not  what  I  do. 
I  who  ere  now  have  Armies  led  to  Fight, 
Thought  War  a  Sport,  and  Danger  a  Delight ; 
Whole  Winter  Nights  flood  under  Heav'n's  wide  Roof, 
Daring  my  Foes  ;  now  am  not  Beauty  proof. 
Oh  turn  away  thofe  Bafilifks,  thy  Eyes ; 
Th* Infection's  fatal,  and  who  fees  'em dies.  [Going away* 

QUEEN. 

Oh,  do  hot  fly  me ;  I  have  no  Defign 
Upon  your  Life,  for  you  may  yet  fave  mine.      [Kneils. 
Or  if  at  laft  I  mufl  my  Breath  fubmit, 
Here  take  it,  'tis  an  Off 'ring  at  your  Feet : 
Will  you  not  look  on  me,  my  deareft  Lord  ? 

KING. 

Why  ?  Wouldft  thou  live  ? 

QUEEN. 

Yes,  if  you'll  fay  the  Word, 
Don  CARLOS. 

Oh  Heav'n  !  how  coldly  and  unmov'd  he  fees 
A  praying  Beauty  proftrate  on  her  Knees ! 

Rife,  Madam •  [Stept  to  take  her  ty. 

VOL.  I.  H  KING. 
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KING. 

—-  Bold  Encroacher,  touch  her  not  : 
Into  my  Breaft  her  Glances  thick  are  mot. 
Not  true  !-  -  Stay,  let  me  fee  —  by  Heav'n,  thou  art 

{Looks  earneftly  en  her. 

-  A  falfe  vile  Woman  -  Oh  my  foolifh  Heart  I 
I  givethee  Life  —  but  from  this  time  refrain, 
And  never  come  into  my  Sight  again  : 
Be  banifh'd  ever.  - 

QUEEN. 

This  you  muft  not  do, 
/t  leaft  till  I've  convinc'd  you  i  am  true. 
Grant  me  but  fp  much  time  ;  and  when  that's  done, 
If  you  think  fit,  for  ever  I'll  be  gone. 

KING. 

I've  all  this  while  been  angry,  but  in  vain  : 
She  heats  me  firit,  then  ftroaks  me  tame  again. 
Ch,  wert  thou  true,  how  happy  fhould  I  be  ! 
Think'ft  thou  that  I  have  Joy  to  part  with  thee  ? 
No,  all  my  Kingdom  for  the  Blifs  I'd  give  : 
Nay,  tho'  it  were  not  fo,  but  to  believe. 
Come,  for  I  can't  avoid  it,  cheat  me  quite. 
QUEEN. 

I  would  not,  Sir,  deceive  you,  if  T  might, 
But  if  you'll  take  my  Oaths,  by  all  above, 
;Tis  you,  and  only  you,  that  I  will  love. 

KING. 

Thus  as  a  Manner  that  fails  along, 
With  Pleafure  hears  th'  enticing  Sirens  Song, 
Unable  quite  his  ftrong  Defires  to  bound, 
Boldly  leaps  in,  tho'  certain  to  be  drown'd, 
Come  to  my  Bofom  then,  make  no  Delay  : 

her  in  his  Arms. 


Aly  Rage  is  hum'd,  and  I  have  room  for  Joy^ 
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QUEEN. 
Again  you'll  think  that  I  unjuil  will  prove. 

KING. 

No,  thou  art  all  o'er  Truth,  and  I  all  Love. 
Oh  that  we  might  for  ever  thus  remain 
In  folded  Arms,  and  never  part  again  ! 

QUEEN. 
Command  me  any  thing,  and  try  your  Pow'r. 

KING. 

Then  from  this  Minute  ne'er  fee  Carlos  more. 
Thou  Slave,  that  dar'ft  do  111  with  fuch  a  Port, 
For  ever  here  1  banifh  thee  my  Court. 
Within  fojne  Cloifter  lead  a  private  Life, 
That  I  may  love  and  rule  without  this  Strife. 
Here,  Eboli,  receive  her  to  thy  Charge  : 
The  Treafure's  precious,  and  the  Truft  is  large. 
Whilft  I  retiring  hence,  myfelf  make  fit 
To  wait  for  Joys,  which  are  too  fierce  to  meet.  [Ex.  King;. 

Don  CARLOS. 

My  Exile  from  his  Prefence  I  can  bear 
With  Pleafiire :  But,  no  more  to  look  on  her  ! 
Oh  'tis  a  dreadful  Curfe  I  cannot  bear. 
No,  Madam,  all  his  Pow'r  mall  nothing  do': 
I'll  ftay  and  take  my  Banifhment  from  you. 
Do  you  command  me,  fee  how  far  I'll  fly. 

QUEEN. 

Will  Carlos  be  at  laft  my  Enemy  ? 
Confider,  this  Submiflion  I  have  mown, 
More  to  preferve  your  Safety  than  my  owiu 
Ungratefully  you  needlefs  ways  devife 
To  lofe  a  Life  which  1  fo  dearly  prize. 

Don  C4RLOS. 

vSo  now  her  Fortune's  made,  and  I  am  left 
Alone,  a  naked  Wanderer  to  fhift.  _ 

H  2  Madam, 
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J.am,you  mighthave  fpar'd  the  Cruelty ; 
Bi.  s'd  with  your  Sight  i  was  prepar'd  to  die. 
But  now  to  lofe  it  drives  me  to  Defpair, 
Making  me  wiih  to  die,  and  yet  not  dare. 
Well,  to  fome  folitary  Shore  I'll  roam,  1 

/  nd  never  more  into  your  Prefence  come,  C 

'   nee  I  already  find  I'm  troublefome.  [Is  going.  ) 

QUEEN. 

Stay,  Sir,  yet  Itay  : — You  mail  not  leave  me  To. 
Don  CARLOS. 

Ka! 

QUEEN. 

I  muft  talk  with  you  before  you  go. 
Oh  Carlos,  how  unhappy  is  our  State  * 
How  foul  a  Game  was  play'xi  us  by  our  Fate? 
Who  promised  fair  when  we  did  firft  begin, 
Till  envying  to  fee  us  like  to  win, 
Strait  fell  to  cheat,  and  threw  the  falfe  Lot  in 
My  Vows  to  you  I  now  remember  all. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Oh  Madam,  I  can  hear  no  more  [Kneels 

QUEEN. 

• You  mail. . 

For  I  can't  chufe  but  let  you  know,  that  I, 
If  you'll  refolve  on't,  yet  will  with  you  die. 

Don  CAR-LOS. 

Sure  nobler  Gallantry  was  never  known,  "7 

Good  Heav'n  !  This  Bleffing  is  too  much  for  one  :      I 
No,  'tis  enough  for  me  to  die  alone.  j 

My  Father,  all  my  Foes  I  now  forgive. 

QUEEN. 

Nay,  Sir,  by  all  our  Loves  I  charge  you  live. 
But  to  What  Country,  wherefoe'er  you  go, 
Jorget  not  me,  for  I'll  remember  you. 
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Don  CARLOS. 

Shall  I  fuch  Virtue  and  fuch  Charms  forget  ? 

No,  never.- 

3JJEEN. 

——-Oh  that  we  had  never  met, 
But  in  our  diilant  Climates  ftill  been  free  ! 
1  might  have  heard  of  you,  and  you  of  me: 
So  towards  Happinefs  more  fafely  mov'd  ; 
And  never  been  thus  wretched,  yet  have  lov'd. 
\V hat-makes  yoa  look  fo  wildly  ? — Why  d'ye  ftart •? 

Don  CARLOS. 

A  faint  cold  Damp  is  thickning  round  my  Heart. 
QUEEN. 

.Whatihall  we  do? 

Don  CARLOS. 

——Do  any  thing  but  part ; 
Or  flay  fo  long  'till  my  poor  Soul  expires 
Jn  view  of  all  the  Glory.it  admires. 
EBOLI. 

In  fuch  a  lover  how  might  I  be  blefsM  \ 
Oh  !  were  1  of  that  noble  Heart  pofieiVd, 
How  foft,  how  eafy  would  I  make  his  Bands!       \jAflde* 
But,  Madam,  you  forget  the  King's  Commands : 

[To  the  Queen. 

Longer  to  (lay,  your  Dangers  you'll  renew. 
'  Don  CARLOS.. 

Ah  Princefs !  Lover's  Pains  you  never  knew  ; 
Or  what  it  is  to  part,  as  we  muft  do. 

Part  too  for  ever 

After  one  Minute,  never  more  to  fland 
Fix'd  on  thofe  Eyes,  or  prefling  this  foft  Hand. 
'•Twere  but  enough  to  feed  one,  and  not  ilarve  : 
Yet  that  is  more  than  i  did  e'er  deferve  : 
Tho.'  Fate  to  us  is  niggardly  and  poor, 
That  from  Eternity  can't  fpare  one  Hour, 
li  3 
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^17  E  JEN. 

If  it  were  had,  that  Hour  would  foon  be  gone*. 
And  we  mould  wiih  to  draw  another  on. 
No,  rigorous  Neceffity  has  made 
Us  both  his  Slaves,  and  now  will  be  obey'd. 
Come  let  us  try  the  parting  Blow  to  bear. 
Adieu  - 

Don  CARLOS. 
Farewel.  [Looking  at,  each  other* 

-  I'm  £x'd  and  rooted  here, 
I  cannot  ftir-         •  • 

QUEEN. 

Shall  I  the  Way  then  fhow  ? 
Now  hold,  my  Heart  - 

[Gees  to  the  Door  then  flops,  and  turns  lack  again* 

Nay,  Sir,  why  don't  you  go  I 
Don  CARLOS. 
do  you  flay  ? 


I  won't.  - 

Don  CARLOS. 

-  You  mall  awhile    \Kneels. 
With  one  Look  more  my  Miferies  beguile, 
That  may  fupport  my  Heart  till  you  are  gone. 

QUEEN. 
Ch  Eboli  !  thy  Help,  or  I'm  undone, 

[Takes  hold  on  Eboli.. 
Here  take  it  then,  and  with  it  too  my  Life. 

[Leans  into  Eboii'j  Arms, 
Don  CARLOS. 

My  Courage  with  my  Tortures  is  at  Strife 
Since  my  Griefs  Cowards  are,  and  dare  not  kill, 
I'll  try  to  vanquifh  and  out-toil  the  111. 
Well,  Madam,  now  I'm  fomething  hardier  grown  : 
Since  I  at  lalt  perceive  you  muil  be  gone, 

To 


PRINCE    of  6  p  A  i  N.         1 5  fc 

To  venture  the  Encounter  I'll  be  bold  ;   [Leads  her  to  tht 
For  certainly  my  Heart  will  fo  long  hold.  [Doer, 

Farewel be  happy  as  y'are  fair  and  true, 

QUEEN. 
And  all  HeavVs  kindeft  Angels  wait  on  you. 

[Exit  nvitb  Ebol-L 

Dm  C4RLOS. 

Thus  long  I've  wander'd  in  Love's  crooked  Way, 
By  Hope's  deluding  Meteor  led  ailray  : 
For  ere  I've  half  the  dang'rous  Defer  t  crofs'd, 
The  glim'ring  Light's  gone  out,  and  I  am  loft. 

[Exit  E)cq  Carlos^. 
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A  C  T     IV.      SCENE!. 

SCENE,    The  dnti- Chamber  to  the  Queen's. 
Apartment. 

Enter  Den  CARLOS  and  P  o  s  A. 

Don  CJR  LOS. 

*  i  %HE  next  is  the  Apartment  of  the  Queen:  ^ 

J[      Jn  vain  I  try,  I  rauft  not  venture  in.    [Is going. . 
Thus  is  it  with  the  Souls  of  murder'd  Men,    [Returns. 
Who  to  their  Bodies  would  again  repair ; 
But  finding  that  they  cannot  enter  there, 
Mourning  and  groaning  wander  in  the  Air. 
Robb'd  of  my  Love,  and  as  unjuftly  thrown 
\  rom  all  thofe  Hopes  that  promis'd  me  a  Crown  ; 
My  { IcJiit,  with  the  Dilhonours  to  me  done, 
h  pciibn'd,  f-vells  too  mighty  for  my  Breail : 
I; tit  it  will  break,  and  1  {hall  be  at  Reft. 
No:  Dull  Ivefjpair  this  Soul  fliall  never  load  : 
'i'ho*  Patience  be  the  Virtue  of  a  God, 
(iocs  never  feel  the  ills  that  govern  here, 
Or  ;ire  above  the  Injuries  we  bear. 
Puttier  and  King  ;   both  Names  bear  mighty  Senfe  : 
Vet  fare  there's  ibmething  too  in  Son  and  Prince. 
I  was  born  High,  and  will  not  fall  lefs  great ; 
Since  Triumph  crovvn'd  my  Eirth,  I'll  have  my  Fate 
As  glorious  and  majeitic  too  as  that. 
To  Ficr.ders^  Pr>fa>  ilraight  my  Letters  fend  ; 
Tell  ?em  the  iniur'd  Ceibs  i.v  their  Frisnd: 

And 
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And  that  to  head  their  Forces  I  defign  ; 

So  vindicate  their -Can fe,  if  they  dare  mine. 

POS4. 

To  th»  Rebels  ? 

Don  CARLOS. 

No,  th'are  Friends  ;  their  Caufe  is  juft  5 
Or,  when  I  make  it  mine,  at  leaft  it  muft. 
let  th' common  Kout  like  Hearts  love  to  be  dull, 
Whilil  ford  idly  they  live  at  Kafe  and  full ; 
Senfeleis- what  Honour  and  Ambition  means, 
And  ignorantly  drag  their  Load  of  Chains. 
I  am  a  Prince,  have  had  a  C  rown  in  view, 
And  cannot  brock  to  lofe  the  ProfpecT:  now. : 
If  thrart  my  Friend,  do  not  my  Will  delay. 

P.  OS  A. 
I'.H  do't [Exit  Pofai 

Enter  E  B  o  L  i. 

EBOL1. 
My  Lord. 
Don  CJRLOS. 

Who  calls  me  ? 

EEOLI. 

You  muft  jftay. 
Don  CJRLOS. 

What  Ne\vs  of  frefh  Affliction  can  you  bear  ? 

EBOLL 

Suppofc  it  were  the  Queen  ;  you'd  ftay  for  her  ?• 

Don  CARLOS-. 

For  her  ?  yes,  flay  an  Age,  for  ever  Hay ; 
Stay  ev'n  till  Time  itfeif  flaould  pafs  away  ; 
Fix  here  a  Statue  never  to  remove, 
An  everlafting  Monument  of  Love. 
Tho%  may  a  Thing-  fo  wr-etched  as  I  am 
But  die  kail  FJaceia  her  Remembrance  claim  ?' 

Ii5  EBQll, 


DON    CARLO*,, 

EBOLI. 

Yes,  if  you  dare  believe  me,  Sir,  you  do  ; 
We  both  can  talk  of  nothing  elfe  but  you  : 
Whilft  from  the  Theme  ev'n  Emulation  fprings,, 
Each  {hiving  who  mail  fay  the  kindefl  Things. 

Don  CARLO  S. 
But  from  that  Charity  I  poorly  live, 
Which  only  pities,  and  can  nothing  give. 

EBOLI. 

Nothing !  propofe  what  'tis  you  claim,  and  I, 
For  ought  you  know,  may  be  Security. 

Don  CARLOS. 

No,  Madam,  what's  my  Due  none  e'er  can  pay  ; 
There  (lands  that  Angel  Honour  in  the  way, 
Watching  his  Charge  with  never-fleeping  Eyes, 
And  flops  my  Entrance  into  Paradife. 

EBOLI. 

What  Paradife  ?  What  Pleafures  can  you  know, 
Which  are  not  in  my  Power  to  beftow  ? 

Don  CARLOS. 

Love,  Love,  and  all  thofe  eager  melting  Charms, 
The  Queen  mull  yield  when  in  my  Father's  Arms. 
That  Queen,  fo  excellently,  richly  fair,  .  > 

Jew,  could  he  come  again  a  Lover  here,  > 

Would  court  Mortality  to  die  for  her.  J 

Oh,  Madam,  take  not  Pieafure  to  renew 
Thofe  Pains,  which  if  >ou  felt,  you  would  not  do. 

EBOLI. 

Unkindly  urg'd :  Think  you  no  Senfe  I  have 
Of  what  you  feel  ?  Now  you  may  take  your  Leave  : 
Something  I  had  to  fay ;  but  let  it  die. 

Don  CARLOS. 
Why,  Madam,  who  has  injur'd  you  ?  Not  I. 

EBOLI. 
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£  5  o  £  7. 

Nay,  Sir,  your  Prefence  I  would  not  detain  ; 
Alas !  you  do  not  hear  that  I  complain. 
Tho'  could  you  half  of  my  Misfortune  fee, 
Methinks  you  mould  incline  to  pity  me. 
Don  CARLOS. 

I  cannot  guefs  what  mournful  Tale  you'd  tell ; 
But  I  am  certain  you  prepare  me  well. 
Speak,  Madam » 

EBOLL 

Say  I  lov'd,  and  with  a  Flame, 
Which  even  melts  my  tender  Heart  to  name  : 
Lov'd  too  a  Man,  I  \viil  not  fay  ingrate, 
Becaufe  he's  far  above  my  Birth  or  Fate  : 
Yet  fo  far  he  at  lead  does  cruel  prove, 
He  profecutes  a  dead  and  hopelefs  Love, 
Starves  on  a  barren  Rock,  and  won't  be  blefs'd3 
Tho'  I  invite  him  kindly  to  a  Feaft. 
Don  CARLOS. 

What  ftupid  Animal  could  fenfelefs  lie, 
Quicken'd  by  Beams  from  that  illuftrious  Eye  ? 

EBOLL 

Nay,  to  encreafe  your  Wonder,  you  mail  know,-  p  .- 

That  f,  alas  !  am  forc'd  to  tell  him  too,  > 

Till  ev'n  I  blulh,  as  now  I  tell  it  you.  S' 

Don  CARL  OS. 

You  neither  fhall  have  Caufe  of  Shame  or  Fear, 
\Vhofe  Secrets  fafe  within  rny  Bofom  are. 

E B  OLI. 

Then  farther  I  the  Riddle  may  explain, 
Survey  ;hat  Face,  and  blame  ine  if  you  can. 

[Sbeius  him  bis  o<wn  Pitfitrt*.  • 

Don  CARLOS. 

pjftra&ion  of  my  Eyes !  what  have  they  feen  ? 
'Tii  my  own  Picture,  which  I  fent  the  Queen, 

H  6  Whcaa 


DON    CARLO?, 

When  to  her  Fame  I  paid  Devotion  firir, 

Expecting'  Blifs,  but  loll  it:  I  am  curs'd, 

Curs'd  too  in  thee,  who  from  my  Saint  dar'ft  Heal 

The  only  Relic  left  her  of  my  Zeal ; 

And  with  the  Sacrilege  attempt  my  Heart. 

"VVert  thou  more  charming  than  thou  think'fl  thou  art. 

Almighty  Love  preferves  the  Fort  for  her, 

And  bids  Defiance  to  thy  Entrance  there. 

EBOLL 

Neglected  !  fcorn'd  by  Father  and  by  Son  ! 
\Vhat  a  malicious  Courfe  my  Stars  have  run  ? 
But  fmce  i  meet  widi  fuch  unlucky  Pate 
Jn  Love,  I'll  try  how  I  can  thrive  in  Hate : 
My  own  dull  Hufbar.d  may  aflift  in  that. 
To  his  Revenge  I'll  give  him  frefli  Alarms, 
And  with  the  grey  old  Wizard  muftcr  Charms-. 
1  have't;  thanks,  thanks,  Revenge:  Prince, 'tis  thy  Bane. 

Can  you  forgive  me,.  Sir  ?  I  hope  you  can. 

[T'o  Carlos 

I'll  try  to  recompenfe  the  Wrongs  I've  done,. 
A nd  better  iinifh  what  is  ill  begun. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Madam,  you  at  fo  firange  a  Rate  proceed,, 
I  fhall  begin  to  think  you  lov'd  indeed. 

EBOLL 

"No  matter  ;  be  but  to  my  Honour  true,. 
As  you  fhall  ever  find  I'll  be  to  you. 
The  Queen's  my  Charge,  and  you  may,  on  that  Score,. 
Prcfame  that  you  fhall  fee  her  yet  once  more. 
I'll  lead  you  to  thofe  fo  much  worfiiipp'd  Charms,, 
And  yield  you  to  iny  happy  Rival's  Arms. 

Don  CARL  OS. 

In  what  a  mighty  Sum  mall  I  be  bound  ? 
1  did  not  think  fuch  Virtue  could  be  found, 

Tfott 
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Thou  Miflrefs  of  alLbeft  Perfections,  ftay  :  1 

Fain  i  in  Gratitude  would  ibmething  fay  ;  > 

£ut  am  too  far  in  Debt  far  i  hanks  to  pay.,  ^ 

Enter  Don  JOHN  of' A.  u  s  T  R  i  A. 

Don  JOHN. 

Where  is  that  Prince,  he  whof?  Affliction*  fpeak* 
So  loud,  as  all  Heans  but  his  own  might  break  r 

Don  CJRLOS 

My  Lord,  what  Fate  has  left  ins,  f  am  here 
Mere  Man,  of  ail  my  Comfort  ilripp'd  and  bare*. 
Cnce,  like  a  Vine,  i  tlourii'.i1-1,  and  was  young, 
Riich  in  my  ripening  Hopes  that  fpoke  me  ftrong :: 
But  now  a  dry  and  withef'd  ;tock  am  grown, 
And  all  my  Cluilcrs  aad  ny  Branches  gons» 

Don  j;  O  HN. 

Amongft  thofe  Numbers  which  your  Wrongs  deplore. 
Than  me  there's  none  that  can  refent  'em  more. 
1  feel  a  gen'rous  vjrudgin^in  my  Ureaft, 
To  fee  fuch.  Honour,  and  fuch  Hopes  opprefs'd. 
The  King  your  Father  is  my  Brother,  true  ^ 
But  I  fee  more  that's  like  myfelf  in  you. 
Free-born  I  am,  and  not  on  him  depend, 
Oblig'd  to.  none,  but  whom  I  call  my  Friend. 
And  if  that  1  itle  you  think  fit  to  bear, 
Accept  the  Confirmation  of  it  here.  [Embraces, 

Don  CARLOS. 

From  you,  to  whom  I'm  by  fuch  Kindnefs  ty'cf, 
The  Secrets  of  my  boul  1  will  not  hide. 
This  gen'rous  Princefs  has  her  Promife  giv'n, 
\  once  more  fliall  be  brought  in  Sight  of  Heav'n; 
To  the  fair  Queen- my  laft  Devotion  pay  : 
And  then  for  Flanders  I  intend  my  Way, 
Where  to  th-'  infulting  Rebels  I'll  give  Law, 
To  keep  myfelf  from  Wrongs,  and  them  in  Awe. 

Doy 
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Don  JOHN. 

Profperity  to  the  Defsgn,  'tis  good ; 
Both  worthy  of  your  Honour  and  your  Blood. 

Don  CARLOS. 

My  Lord,  your  fpreading  Glories  flourifh  high, 
Above  the  Reach  or  Shock  of  Deftiny; 
Mine  early  nipt,  like  Buds  untimely  die. 

Enter  OFFICER  of  the  Guards. 

OFFICER. 

My  Lord,  I  grieve  to  tell  what  you  muft  hear; 
They  are  unwelcome  Orders  which  I  bear, 
Which  are  to  guard  you  as  a  Prifoner. 

Don  CARLOS. 

A  Pris'ner !  What  new  Game  of  Fate's  begun  ? 
Henceforth  be  ever  curs'd  the  Name  of  Son, 
Since  t  muft  be  a  Slave,  becaufe  I'm  one. 
Duty!  to  whom?  He's  not  my  Father:  No: 
Back  with  your  Orders  to  the  Tyrant  go ; 
Tell  him  his  Fury  drives  too  much  one  Way ; 
I'm  weary  on't,  and  can  no  more  obey. 

Don  JO  PIN. 

If  afk'd  by  whofe  Commands  you  did  decline 
Your  Orders,  tell  my  Brother, 'twas  by  mine.  [Ex.  Officer. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Now  were  I  certain  it  would  fink  me  quite, 
I'd  fee  the  Queen  once  more,-  tho'  but  in  fpite  ; 
Tho'  he  with  all  his  Fury  were  in  place, 
I  would  carefs  and  court  her  to  his  Face. 
Oh  that  I  could  this  Minute  die,  if  fo 
What  he  had  loll  he  might  too  lately  know, 
Curling  himfelf  to  think  what  he  has  done  : 
For  I  was  ever  an  obedient  Son  ; 
With  Pleafure  all  his  Glories  faw,  when  young, 
Look'd,  and  with  Pride  confidering  whence  1  fprung  ; 

Joyfully 
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Joyfully  under  him  and  free  I  play'd, 

Balk'd  in  his  Shine,  and  vvanton'd  in  his  Shade . 

But  now 

Cancelling  all  whate'er  he  then  conferr'd, 

He  thrufts  me  out  among  the  common  Herd : 

Nor  quietly  will  there  permit  my  Stay, 

But  drives  and  haunts  me  like  a  Beaft  of  Prey. 

Affliaion  !  O  AfRiaion  !  'tis  too  great, 

Nor  have  I  ever  learnt  to  fuffer  yet. 

Tho'  Ruin  at  me  from  each  Side  takes  Aim, 

And  I  ftand  thus  encompafs'd  round  with  Flame; 

Tho'  the  devouring  Fire  approaches  faft  ; 

Yet  will  I  try  to  plunge  ;  if  Pow'r  walte, 

I  can  at  worit  but  fink,  and  burn  at  laft. 

[Ex.  Don  Carlos. 
Don  JOHN. 

Go  on,  purfue  thy  Fortune  while  'tis  hot : 
I  long  for  Work  where  Honour's  to  be  got. 
But,  Madam,  to  this  Prince  you're  wond'rous  kind. 

EBOLI. 
You  are  no  lefs  t&Henrzet,  I  find. 

Don  JOHN. 
Why  Ihe's  a  Beauty,  tender,  young,  and  fair. 

EBOLI. 

I  thought  I  might  in  Charms  have  equall'd  her. 
You  told  me  once  my  Beauty  was  not  lefs. 
Is  this  -your  Faith  ?  Are  thefe  your  Promifes  ? 

Don  JOHN. 

You  would  feem  jealous,  but  are  crafty  grown  ; 
Tax  me  of  Falihood  to  conceal  your  own. 
Go,  y'are  a  Woman 

EBOLI. 
Yes,  I  know  I  am  : 
Anil  by  my  Y/eaknefs  do  deferve  that  Name, 

When 
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When  Heart  and  Honour  •  to  you  refign'd. 
Would  I  were  not  a  Woman,  or  lefs  kind. 

D,n  JOHN. 

Think  you  your    ahi.ot  d  was  not  plainly  feen, 
When  to  your  .  harge  my  Brother  gave  he  v<uecn? 
Too  well  Jtfaw  it  ;  how  did  you  difpenfe 
In  Looks  your  Pity  to  to'  afhicted  /rince  ? 
Vv'hilft  J  my  Du:v  tiid  the  King,  your    :  ime 
You  watch'd,  and  fix'd  your  melting  Eyes  on  him,  , 
.Admir.'d.him  - 


Yes,  Sir,  for  his  Constancy-— 
But  'twas  with  Pain,  to  think  you  £;''ie  to  mff,' 
When  to  another's  Eye    ou  Homage  paid, 
And  my  true-  1  ove  wrong'd  and  negleofied  laid,. 
Wrong'd  too  fo  far  as  nothing  can  reilpre, 

Don  JOHN. 

Nay,  then  let's  part,  and  think  of  [,ove  no  more. 
Farewel  -  [Don  John  is 

EBOLI; 

Farewel,  if-,  y  'are  reibivid  to  go  : 
Inhuman  Auftria*  can  you  leave  me  fo  ? 
Enough  m>  Soul  is  by  your  Fallhood  rack'd  ; 
.Addnoc  to  your  Inconftancy  Neglect. 
Ivlethinks  you  fo  far.  might  have  grateful  prov'd? 
Not  to  have  quite  forgotten  that  l  lov'd.. 

Don  JOHN. 

If  ere  you  lov'd,  'tis  you,  not  F,  forget;, 
For  a  Remove  is  here  too  deeply  fet,  . 
Firm  rooted,"  and  for  ever  muit  remain* 

[Ebol?  turns  away-. 
Why  thus  unkind  ? 

EBOLI. 

Why  are  you  jealous  then  ?  [Turns  fo  him. 

Don 
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7)*.*  JOHN. 

Come,  let  it  be  no  more !  I'm  hufh'd  and  flill ! 
V/ill  you  forgive  ? 

EBOLI. 

How  can  you  doubt  my  Will  ? 
I  do. 

Don  JOHN. 
Then  fend  me  not  away  unblefs'd. 

EBOLI. 

Till  you  return  I  will  not  think  of  Reft : 
Carlos  will  hither  fuddenly  repair. 
The  next  Apartment's  mine ;  I'll  wait  you  there. 
Farewel.  [Eboli /MMS  to  <wee$t 

Don  JOHN. 

O  do  not  let  me  fee  a  Tear; 
It  quenches  Joy,  and  ftifles  Appetite. 
1  ike  War's  fierce  God  upon  my  Biifs  I'd  prey  ; 
Who,  from  the  furious  Toils  of  Arms  all  Day, 
Returning  home  to  Love's  fair  Queen  at  Night, 
Comes  riotous  and  hot  with  full  Delight—  [Ex.  D*  Johrii 

EBOLI. 

He'as  reap'd  his  Joys,  and  now  he  would  be  free, 
And  to  effect  it  puts  on  Jealoufy  : 
But  I'm  as  much  a  Libertine  as  he  ; 
As  fierce  my  Will,  as  furious  my  Delires. 
Yet  will  1  hold  him  ;  tho'  Enjoyment  tires, 
Tho1  Love  and  Appetite  be  at  the  beft, 
He'll  ferve,  as  common  Meats  fill  up  a  Feait, 
And  look  like  Henty,  tho'  we  never  tafte. 

Enter  R  u  i-G  o  M  E  z . 

Old  Lord,  I  bring  thce  News  will  make  thee  young. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
Speak  ;  there  was  always  Mufic  in  thy  Tongue. 


I 
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E  B  0  L  I. 

Thy  Foes  are  tott'ring,  and  the  Day's  thy  own  ;• 
Give  'era  but  one  Lift  now,  and  they  go  down. 
Quickly  to  th'  King  and  all  his  Doubts  renew ; 
Appear  diflurb'd,  as  if  you  fomething  knew 
Too  difficult  and  dang'rous  to  relate, 
Then  bring  him  hither  lab'ring  with  the  Weight. 
I  will  take  care  that  Carlos  mall  be  here : 
So  for  his  jealous  Eyes  a  Sight  prepare, 
Shall  prove  more  fatal  than  Me^ufa's  Head, 
And  he  more  monftrous  feem  than  fhe  e'er  made. 

Enter  KING  attended* 

KING. 

Still  how  this  Tyrant  Doubt  torments  my  Breaft ! 
\Vhen  mall  I  get  th'  Ufurper  difpoflefs'd  r 
My  Thoughts,  like  Birds  when  frighted  from  their  Reft 
Arpund  the  Place  where  all  was  hum'd  before 
Flutter,  and  hardly  fettle  any  more— 
Ha,  Gomez,  what  art  thou  thus  mufmg  on  ?  [Sees 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

I'm  thinking  what  it  is  to  have  a  Son, 
"What  mighty  Cares,  and  what  tempeftuous  Strife 
Attend  on  an  unhappy  Father's  Life  : 
How  Children  Bleffings  feem,  but  Torments  are, 
When  young,  our  Folly ;  and  when  old,  our  Fear* 

KING. 

Why  doll  thou  bring  thefe  odd  Reflections  here  ? 
Thou  envieft  fure  the  Quiet  which  I  bear. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

No,  Sir,  I  joy  in  th'  Eafe  which  you  poflefs, 
And  wifli  you  never  may  have  Caufe  for  lefs. 

KING. 

Have  Caufe  for  lefs !  come  nearer,  thou  art  fad, 
And  look'ft  as  thou  wouldft  tell  me  that  I  had. 

Now*- 
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Now,  now  I  feel  it  riling  up  again • 

Speak,  quickly,  where  is  Carlos  P  where  the  Queen  ? 
What  not  a  Word?  Havemy  Wrongs  ft  ruck  thee  dumb?  1 
Or  art  them  fwol'n  and  labouring  with  my  Doom,       > 
Yet  dar'lt  not  let  the  fatal  Secret  come  ?  J 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Heav'n  great  Infirmities  to  Age  allots : 
I'm  old,  and  have  a  thoufand  doting  Thoughts* 
Seek  not  to  know  'em,  Sir. 

XING. 

By  Heav'n  I  mult. 
RUI-GOMEZ. 
Nay,  I  would  not  be  by  Compulfion  juft. 

KING. 
Yet,  if  without  it  you  refufe,  you  fhall. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
Grant  me  then  one  Requeft,  I'll  tell  you  all* 

KING. 
Name  thy  Petition,  and  conclude  it  done* 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

It  is  that  you  would  here  forgive  your  Son^, 
For  all  his  pail  Offences  to  this  Hour. 
KING. 

Th'aft  almoft  aflt'd  a  Thing  beyond  my  Pow'r, 
But  fo  much  Goodnefs  i'th'  Requeft  I  find, 
Spite  of  myfelf  I'll  for  thy  Sake  be  kind  : 
His  Pardon's  feal'd  ;  the  Secret  now  declare, 

R  UI-GOMEZ. 
Alas !  'tis  only  that  I  faw  him  here.— 

KING. 

Where  ?  With  the  Queen  !  Yes, yes,  'tis  fo,  Pm  furer 
Never  were  Wrongs  fo  great  as  1  endure  : 
So  great,  that  they  are  grown  beyond  Complaint, 
For  half  my  Patience  might  have  made  a  Saint* 
Ch  Woman !  Monftrous  Woman  ! 

Did 


DON    CARLO  s. 


Did  I  for  this  into  my  Breaft  receive 
The  promifing  repenting  Fugitive  ? 
But,  Gomez,  I  will  throw  her  back  again  ; 
And  then  fhalt  fee  me  fmile,  and  tear  her  then. 
I'll  crulh  her  Heart  where  all  the  Poifon  lies, 
Till  when  the  Venom's  out,  the  Viper  dies. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

They  the  bell  Method  of  Revenge  purfuer 
Who  fo  contrive  that  it  may  Juftice  mew  ; 
Stay  till  their  Wrongs  appear  at  fuch  a  Head, 
That  Innocence  may  have  no  Room  to  plead. 
Your  Fury,  Sir,  at  leaft  a  while  delay  ; 
I  guefs  the  Prince  may  come  again  this  way  : 
Here  I'll  withdraw,  and  watch  his  Privacy. 

KING. 

And  when  he's  fix'd,  be  fure  bring  word  to  mei 
Till  then  jl'll  bridle  Vengeance,  and  retire, 
Within  my  Breafl  fupprefs  this  angry  Fire, 
Till  to  my  Eyes  my  Wrongs  themfelves  difplay  ; 
Then,  like  a  Faulcon,  gently  cut  my  Way, 
And  with  my  Pounces  feize  th'  unwary  Prey. 

[ExifKi 

Enter  E  B  o  L  i, 

EBOLI. 

Pve  over-heard  the  Bufmefs  with  Delight, 
And  find  Revenge  will  have  a  Feaft  to  Night, 
Tho'  thy  declining  Years  are  in  their  Wane, 
J  can  perceive  there's  Youth  ftill  in  thy  Brain. 
Away :  rl  he  Queea  is  coming  hither.  [Exit  R.  Gomez, 


Enter  QUEEN  and  Women, 
3JJEEN. 

Now 

To  all  Felicity  a  long  Adieu  :. 
Where  are  you,  Eboli  ? 


HENRIETTA. 


EEOLL 
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EBOLI. 

——Madam,  I'm  here. 
3JJEEN. 

Oh  how  frefli  Fears  aiTauit  me  every  where  \ 
•I  hear  that  Carlos  is  a  Prifoner  made. 

EBOLL 

No,  IV'adam,  he  the  Orders  Jifobey'd  ; 
And  boldh  owns  for  Flanders  he  intends, 
To  head  the  F  ebels,  whom  he  itiies  his  Friends* 
But  ere  he  goes,  by  me  does  humbly  fue, 
Iliat  he  may  take  his  laft  Farewel  of  you. 

QUEEN. 

Will  he  then  force  his  Deftiny  at  laft? 
Hence  quickly  to  him,  Eboli,  make  hafte: 
Tell  him,  I  beg  his  Purpofe  he'd  delay, 
Or  if  that  can't  his  Refolution  flay, 
Say  I  have  fworn  not  to  furvive  the  Hour 
In  which  I  hear  that  he  has  left  the  Shore. 
Tell  him,  I've  gain'd  his  Pardon  of  the  King. 

Tell  him—to  flay  him tell  him  any  thing — —I 

E  B  O  L  I. 

One  Word  from  you  his  Duty  would  reftore  : 
.And  tho'  you  promis'd  ne'er  to  fee  him  more, 
Methinks  you  might  upon  fo  juft  a  Score. 

But  fee,  he's  here 

Enter  Don  CARLOS. 

Don  CARLOS. 
Run  out  of  Breath  by  Fate, 
And  perfecuted  by  a  Father's  Hate, 
Weary'd  withal,  1  panting  hither  fly, 
To  lay  myfelf  down  at  your  Feet,  and  die. 

[Kneels,  and  kif/es  her  Hand, 
QUEEN. 

Oh  too  unhappy  Carlos  !  Yet  unkind  ! 
'Gainft  you  what  Harms  have  ever  I  defign'd, 
That  you  mould  with  fuch  Violence  decree 
Ungratefully  at  laft  to  murder  me  ? 
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Don  CARLOS. 

Pour  all  thy  Curfes,  Heav'n,  upon  this  Head, 
For  I've  the  worit  of  Vengeance  merited, 
That  yet  1  impudently  live  to  hear 
Myfelf  upbraided  of  a  Wrong  to  her.  [He  rifes* 

Say,  has  your  Honour  been  by  me  betray'd  ? 
Or  have  I  Snares  t'  entrap  your  Virtue  la.id  ? 
Tell  me,  if  not,  why  do  you  then  upbraid  ? 

«  QUEEN. 

You  will  not  know  th'  Afflictions  which  you  give  ; 
Was't  not  my  laft  Requeft,  that  you  would  live  I 
I  by  our  Vows  conjur'd  it ;  but  I  fee, 
Forgetting  them,  unmindful  too  of  me, 
Regardlefs,  your  own  Ruin  you  defign, 
Tho'  you  are  fare  to  purchafe  it  with  mine. 

Don  C  ARL  OS. 

I,  as  you  bade  me  live,  obey'd  with  Pride ; 
Tho'  it  was  harder  far  than  to  have  dy'd. 
But  Lofs  of  Liberty  my  Life  difdains ; 
Thefe  Limbs  were  never  made  to  fuffer  Chains. 
My  Father  mould  have  fingled  out  fome  Crown, 
.And  bidden  me  go  conquer't  for  my  own  : 
He  mould  have  feen  what  Carlos  would  have  done. 
But  to  prefcribe  my  Freedom,  fink  me  low 
To  bafe  Confinement,  where  no  Comforts  flow; 
But  black  Defpair,  that  foul  Tormentor,  lies  ; 
With  all  my  prefent  Load  of  Miferies ; 
Was  to  my  Soul  too  violent  a  Smart, 
And  rous'd  the  ileeping  Lion  in  my  Heart. 
$>JJ  E  E  N. 

Yet  then  be  kind  ;  your  angry  Father's  Rage 
I  know,  the  leaft  Submiffion  will  affuage ; 
You're  hot  with  Youth,  he's  choleric  with  Age. 
To  him,  and  put  a  true  Obedience  on  ; 
Be  humble,  and  exprefs  yourfelf  a  Son. 

Carlos, 
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,  I  beg  it  of  you  :  Will  you  not  ? 

Don  CARLOS. 

Methinks  'tis  very  hard  ;  bat  yet  I'll  do't. 
T  muft  obey  whatever  you  prefer, 
Knowing-  y'are  all  divine,  and  cannot  err. 
For  if  my  Doom's  unalterable,  1  {hall  > 

This  way  at  leail  with  lefs  Diihonour  fall : 
And  Princes  lefs  my  Tamenefs  thus  condemn, 
When  I  for  you  mall  fuffer,  tho'  by  him. 

3JJEEN. 

In  my  Apartment  farther  we'll  debate 
Of  this,  and  for  a  happy  IfTue  wait. 
Your  ^refence  there  he  cannot  difapprove, 
When  it  fnall  fpeak  your  Duty,  and  my  Love. 

[Exeunt  Carlos  and 'Quetno 

-Enter  R  u  i-G  o  M  E  z. 

EBOLL 

Now  Gcmex,  triumph  ;  all  is  ripe  ;  the  Toil 
Has  caught  'em,  and  Fate  faw  it  with  a  Smile. 
Thus  far  the  Work  of  Deftiny  was  mine  ; 
But  I'm  content  the  Mafter-piece  be  thine. 
Away  to  th'  Kifjg,  prepare  his  Soul  for  Blood  : 
A  Myftery  thou  well  haft  underftood  : 
Whilft  I  go  reft  within  a  Lover's  Arms,  [A/tJe. 

And  to  my  Auflria  lay  out  all  my  Charms.  \Exit\ 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Fate,  open  now  thy  Book,  and  fet  'em  down  : 
I  have  already  mark  d  'em  for  thy  own. 

Enter  KING  and  POSA  at  a  diftance. 

My  Lord  the  King  ? 

KING. 

Gomez  ? 

RUI-GOMEZ, 
The  fame. 

KING. 
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KING. 

Haft  feen 
The  Prince  ? 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
I  have. 

KING. 

Where  is  he  ? 
RUI-GOMEZ. 

With  the  Queen, 
KING. 

"Now  ye  that  dwell  in  everlafting  Flame, 
And  keep  Records  of  all  ye  mean  to  damn, 
Shew  me,  if  'mongft  your  Precedents  there  e'er 
Was  feen  a  Son  like  him,  or  Wife  like  her. 
Hark,  Gomez,  didft  not  hear  th'  Jnfernals  groan  ? 
Hulh,  Hell,  a  little,  and  they  are  thy  own. 

POSA. 

Who  mould  thefe  be  ?  The  King  and  Gomez,  fare : 
Methinks  I  wifh  that  Carlos  were  fecure :  [At  a  diftance* 
For  Flanders  his  Difpatches  I've  prepar'd. 

KING. 
Who's  there?  'Tis  Po/a,  Pander  to  their  Luft. 

[Drawing  near  to  Pofa. 

Now,  Gomez,  to  his  Heart  thy  Dagger  thruft  j 
In  the  Purfuit  of  Vengeance  drive  it  far  : 
Strike  deep,  and  if  thou  canft,  wound  Carlos  there. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

I'll  do't  as  clofe  as  happy  Lovers  kifs : 
May  he  ftrike  mine,  if  of  his  Heart  I  mifs. 

Thus,  Sir [Stabs  bim. 

POSA. 

Ha,  Gomez  !  Villain  !  thou  haft  done 
Thy  vvoril :  But  yet  I  would  not  die  alone  : 
Here,  Dog—  [Stabs  at  him. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
So  brifk  ?  Then  take  it  once  again. 
[As  they  are  ftruggling,  the  Difpatches  fall  cut  of  Pofa'/ 
'Twas  only,  Sir,  to  put  you  out  of  Pain.  [£o/cm. 

[Stats  him  again,  andPofafa/h. . 
P  0  S.A. 

I 
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POSA. 

My  Lord  the  King,  (but  Life  too  far  is  gone, 
I  faint)  be  mindful  of  your  Queen  and  Son.  [Dies. 

KING. 

The  Slave  in  Death  repeats,  and  warns  me.     Yes, 
I  fhall  be  very  mindful.     What  are  thefe  ? 

[Takes  up  the  Difpatcbes. 

For  Flanders  !  With  the  Prince's  signet  feal'd  ! 
Here's  Villany  has  yet  been  unreveal'd. 
See,  Gomez,  Practices  againft  my  Crown  ;  [Shews  'em  him. 
Treafon  and  Luft  have  join'd  to  pull  me  down. 
Yet  ftill  I  ftand  like  a  firm  fturdy  Rock, 
Whilft  they  but  fplit  themfelves  with  their  own  Shock. 
But  I  too  long  delay  :  give  word  I  come. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
What,  hoa !  within  ;  the  King  is  nigh,  make  room. 

The  SCENE  draws^  and  dif emirs  Don  John  and 
Eboli  embracing* 

KING. 

Now  let  me,  if  I  can,  to  Fury  add, 
That  when  I  thunder  1  may  ftrike  'em  dead. 

[Looking  earneftly  on.  9cwt 

Ha Gomez!  on  this  Truth  depends  thy  Life. 

Why  that's  our  Brother  Auftria  ! 

R  UI-G  0  ME  Z. 

And  my  Wife! 

Embracing  clofe.     Whilft  I  was  bufy  grown 
Jn  others  Ruins,  here  I've  met  my  own. 
Oh  !  had  I  perifh'd  ere  'twas  underftood. 

KING. 

This  is  the  Neft  where  Luft  and  Falfhood  brood. 
Is  it  not  admirable  ? — [Ex.  D.John  WEboli  embracing 
VOL.  I.  I  RUI- 
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RUI-GOMEZ. 

O  Sir,  yes  \ 
Ten  thoufand  Devils  tear  the  Sorcerefs 

KING. 

But  they  are  gone,  and  my  Bifhonour's  near. 
• 

Enter  Don  CARLOS   and  QJJ  E  E  N  difcourjlng. 

Look,  my  inceftuous  Son  and  Wife  appear. 
See,  Cc,n:i.«.t  hov/  fhe  languiihes  and  dies, 
'cdt-ath !  there  are  very  Fulfes  in  her  Eyes. 

[Don  Carlos  approaches  the  King. 
Don  CARLOS. 

In  Peace,  Heav'n  ever  guard  the  King  from  Harms ; 
In  War,  t-uccefs  and  Triumph  crown  his  Arms; 
rl  ill  all  the  Nations  of  the  World  ttiall  be 
Humble  and  prollrate  at  his  Feet  like  me.  [Kneels. 

J  hear  your  Fury  has  my  Death  defign'd  ; 
Tho'  I've  deferv'd  the  worft,  you  may  be  kind  : 
Behold  me  as  your  poor  unhappy  Son, 
.And  do  not  fpill  that  Blood  which  is  your  own. 

KING. 

Yes,  when  my  Blood  grows  tainted,  I  ne'er  doubt 
But  for  my  Health  'tis  good  to  let  it  out ; 
But  thine's  a  Stranger,  like  thy  Soul,  to  me, 
Or  elfe  be  curs'd  thy  Mother's  Memory ! 
And  doubly  curs'd  be  that  unhappy  Night, 
In  which  1  purchased  '1  orment  with  Delight. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Thus  then  I  lay  aiide  all  Nights  of  Blood.  [Rt/es  lolaly. 
My  Mother  curs'd  !  the  was  all  juit  and  good. 
'i  yrant  '.  too  good  to  flay  with  thee  below, 
/nd  thertfore's  bicis'd,  andieigns  above  thee  now. 
Subniiilion  !   which  \va;>  got  it  Entrance  here  ? 

KING. 

Perhaps  it  came  ere  Treafoii  was  aware. 

Thy 
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Thy  traiterous  Defign's  now  come  to  light, 
Too  great  and  horrid  to  be  hid  in  Night. 
See  here  my  Honour  and  thy  Duty's  Stains 

[Shews  the  Dlfpatcbes. 
I've  paid  your  Secretary  for  his  Pains. 
He  waits  you  there,  to  Council  with  him  go, 

[Shews  Pofa'j  Boayt 
Afc  what  Intelligence  from  Flanders  now. 

Don  CARLOS. 

My  Friend  here  flain,  my  faithful  Pofa  'tis. 
Good  Heav'n  !  what  have  I  done  to  merit  this  ? 
What  Temples  fack'd,  what  Defolation  made, 
To  pull  down  fuch  a  Vengeance  on  my  Head  ? 
This,  Villain,was  thy  work:-  What  Friend  ofthme[7oGo. 
Did  I  e'er  wrong,  that  thou  (houkld  murder  mine  ? 
But  I'll  take  care  it  mail  not  want  Reward —     [Draws * 

KING. 

Courage,  my  Gomez,  fince  thy  King's  thy  Guard, 
Come,  Rebel,  and  thy  Villanies  fulfil. 

Don  CARLOS. 
No;  tho'  unjuft,  you  are  my  Father  Hill  • 

[T'hrows  away  his  Swortf, 
And  from  that  Title  mufl  your  Safety  own  : 
'Tis  that  which  awes  my  Hand,  and  not  your  Crown* 
'Tis  true,  all  there  contain'd  1  had  defign'd  : 
To  fuch  a  Height  your  Jealoufy  was  grown, 
It  was  the  only  way  that  I  could  find 
To  work  your  Peace,  and  to  procure  my  own. 

KING. 

Thinking  my  Youth  and  Vigour  to  decreafe, 
You'd  eafe  me  of  my  Crown  to  give  me  Peace. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Alas  !  you  fetch  your  Mifconftruftions  far  : 
The  Injuries  to  me,  and  Wrongs  to  her, 
Were  much  too  great  for  Empire  to  repair. 

I  2  Whem 


\ 
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"When  you  forgot  a  Father's  Love,  and  quite 
Depriv'd  me  of  a  Son's  and  Prince's  Right, 
Branded  my  Honour,  and  purfu'd  my  Life, 
My  Duty  long  with  Nature  was  at  Strife. 
Not  that  I  fear'd  my  Memory  or  Name 
Could  iuffer  by  the  Voice  of  common  Fame  ; 
A  thing  I  Hill  efleem'd  beneath  my  Pride  : 
For  tho'  condemned  by  all  the  World  befide, 
Had  you  but  thought  me  juft,  I  <:ould  have  dy'd. 
At  laft  this  only  way  I  found  to  fly 

Your  Anger,  and  divert  your  Jealoufy 

To  go  for  Flanders,  and  be  fo  remov'd 

From  all  I  ever  honour'd,  ever  lov'd  : 

There  in  your  Right  hoping  I  might  compleat, 

Spight  of  my  Wrongs,  fome  Adlion  truly  great. 

rl  hus  by  my  Faith -and  Sufferings  to  out-wear 

Your  Hate,  and  fhun  that  Storm  which  threaten'd  here. 

QUEEN. 

And  can  this  merit  Hate  ?  he  would  forego 
The  Joys  and  Charms  of  Courts  to  purchafe  you  ; 
Banifh  himfelf,  and  ilem  the  dang'rous  Tide 
Of  lavvlefs  Outrage  and  rebellious  Pride. 

KING. 

How  evenly  (he  pleads  in  his  Defence ! 
So  blind  is  Guilt  when  'twould  feem  Innocence. 
She  thinks  her  Softnefs  may  my  Rage  difarm. 
No,  Sorcerefs,  you're  miiiaken  in  your  Charm, 
And  whilft  you  footh,  do  bat  affift  the  Storm, 
Do,  take  full  view  of  your  tall  able  Slave  ; 

[Queen  leaking  on  Carlos. 
Look  hard ;  it  is  the  laft  you're  like  to  have. 

Don  C4RLOS. 

My  Life  or  Death  are  in  your  Power  to  give. 
KING. 

YeSj  and  thou  dy'fl, 

Den 
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Don  CARLOS. 

Not  till  me  give  me  leave  : 
She  is  the  Star  that  rules  my  Deftiny ; 
And  whilft  her  Afpe&'s  kind,  I  cannot  die.- 

3JJEEN. 
No  Prince,  for  ever  live,  be  ever  blefs'd. 

KING. 

Yes,  T  will  fend  him  to's  eternal  Reft. 
Oh  !  had  1  took  the  Journey  long  ago,, 
1  ne'er  had  known  the  Pains  that  rack  me  now. 

3JJEEN. 
What  Pains  ?  what  Racks  ?  [Approaching  bum 

KING. 

Avoid,  and  touch  me  not. 
I  fee  thee  foul,  all  one  inceftuous  Blot ; 
Thy  broken  Vows  are  in  thy  guilty  Face. 

QUEEN. 
Have  I  then  in  your  Pity  left  no  Place  ? 

KING. 

Oh!  thus  it  was  you  drew  me  in  before, 
With  Promifes  you  ne'er  wou'd  fee  him  more. 
But  now  your,  fubtlelt  Wiles  too  weak  are  grown> 
I've  gotten.  Freedom,  and  I'll  keep  my  own. 

3JJEEN. 

May  you  be  ever  free  ;  but  can  your  Mind 
Conceive  that  any  HI  was  here  deiign'd  ? 
He  hither  came,  only  that  he  might  fnow 
Obedience,  and  be  reconcil'd  to  you. 
You  faw  his  humble  dutiful  Addrefs. 

KING. 
But  you  before-hand  fign'd  the  happy  Peace.. 

Enter  E  B.O  L  i. 

Oh  Princefs,  thank  you  for  the  Care  you  take. 
Tell  me  how  got  this  Monfter  Entrance? 
13 
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EBOLI. 
Heav'n  witnefs  'twas  without  my  Knowledge  done. 

RU  i '.GOMEZ'. 

No,  ihe  had  other  Bus'nefs  of  her  own.  [djitfe. 

Oh  Blood  and  Murder  ! 

KING. 

All  are  falfe  :  A  Guard. 
Enter  Guard. 

Seize  on  that  Traitor [To  Carlos. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Welcome  ;  I'm  prepar'd— 
QUEEN. 
Stay,  Sir,  let  me  die  too  :   f  can  obey. 

KING. 

No,  thou  (halt  live.  [Seemingly  kind. 

By  Heav'n,  but  not  a  Day.  [dfide* 
J  a  Revenge  fo  exquifite  have  fram'd, 
She  unrepenting  dies,  and  To  (he's  damn'd. 

HENRIETTA. 
If  ever  Pity  could  your  Heart  engage, 
Jf  e'er  you  hope  for  Blefiings  on  your  Age, 
Incline  your  Ears  to  a  poor  Virgin's  Pray'r. 

KING. 

I  dare  not  venture  thee,  thou  art  too  fair. 
What  would'ft  thou  fay  ? 

HENRIETTA. 

Peftroy  not,  in  one  Man, 
JVTore  Virtue  than  the  World  can  boait  again. 
Mew  him  the  eldeft  Pledge  of  your  firft  Love, 
.Your  Virgin- Joys ;  that  may  fome  Pity  move  •    •• 

KING. 

No  ;  for  the  Wrongs  I  fufFer  weigh  it  down  : 
I'd  now  not  fpare  his  Life  to  fave  my  own. 

Away, 
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Away,  by  thy  foft  Tongue  I'll  not  be  caught. 

HENRIETTA. 

By  all  that  Hopes  can  frame  I  beg.     If  not, 
May  you  by  fome  bafe  Hand  unpity'd  die, 
And  childlefs  Mothers  curfe  your  Memory. 
By  Honour,  Love,  by  Life 

KING. 
Fond  Girl,  away. 

By  Heav'n,  I'll  kill  thee  elfe.     Still  dar'ft  tl.ou  Hay  ? 
Cannot  Death  terrify  thee  ? 

HENRIETTA. 

No  ;  for  I, 

If  you  refufe  me,  am  refblv'd  to  die. 

.     Don  CARLOS. 

-  Kind  Fair  one,  do  not  v/afte  your  Sorrows  '  er  j 
On  me,  too  wretched,  and  not  worth  a  Tear. 
There  yet  for  you  are  mighty  Joys  in  {lore, 
When' !  in  Oufl  am  laid,  and  feen  no  more. 
Oh  Madam  !  [To  tbe  Queens 

$JJ  E  E  N. 

Oh  my.  Carlos  f  muit  you  die 
For  me  ?  no  Mercy  in  a  Father's  Eye  ? 

Don  CAR  LOS.  ; 

Hide,  hide  your  Tears,  into  my  Soul  they  dart 
A  Tendemefs  that  mifbecomes  my  Heart : 
For  fmce  I  muft,  I  like  a  Prince  would  fall, 
And  to  my  Aid  my  manly  Spirits  call. 

^UE  E  N. 

You,  like  a  Man,  as  roughly  as  you  will 
May  die,  but  let  me  be  a  Yvoman  lull.  [Weep*9 

KING. 

Th'art  Wonjan,  a  true  Copy  of  the  firft, 
In  whom  the  Race  of  all  Mankind  was  cur -.'d. 
Your  Sex  by  Beauty  was  to  Heav'n  ally'd  : 
But  your  great  Lord,  the  Devil,  taught  you  Pride. 

14  He 
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He  too  an  Angel,  till  he  durft  rebel ; 
And  you  are  fure  the  Stars  that  with  him  fell. 
Weep  on;  a  Stock  of  Tears  like  Vows  you  have, 
And  always  ready  when  you  would  deceive. 

$JJE  E  N. 

Cruel !  Inhuman  !    Ch  my  Heart!  \vhy  mould 
J  throw  away  a  Title  that's  fo  good, 
On  one  a  Stranger  to  whate'er  was  fo  ? 
Alas,  I'm  torn,  and  know  not  what  to  do. 
The  jail  Refentrneut  of  my  Wrong's  fo  great, 
Tv'Iy  Spirits  link  beneath  the  heavy  Weight. 

{Ready  to  Jink  with 

Tyrant,  Hand  off:  I  hate  thee,  and  will  try 
If  I  have  bcorn  enough  to  make  me  die. 
Don  CARLOS. 

Blefs'd  Angel,  ftay [Takes  her  in  his  Arms 

3JJEEN. 

Carlos,  the  fole  Embrace 
'You  ever  took,  you  have  before  his  Face. 

Don  CARLOS. 

No  wealthy  Monarch  of  the  plenteous  Eaft, 
In  all  the  Glories  of  his  Empire  drefs'd, 
Was  ever  half  fo  rich,  or  half  fo  blefs'd. 
But  from  fuch  Blifs,  hov/  wTetched  is  the  Fall ! 
7  hey  too  like  us  muft  die,  and  leave  it  all. 

KING. 

All  this  before  my  Face  ?  what  Soul  could  bear't  ? 
Go  force  her  from  him.  {Officer  approaches 

Don  CARLOS. 

Slave,  'twill  coil  thy  Heart. 

1  h'adil  better  meet  a  Lion  on  his  way, 
And  from  his  hungry  Jaws  reprize  the  Prey. 
She's  Miftrefs  of  my  Soul,  and  to  prepare 
Myfelf  for  Death,  i  mult  confult  with  her. 

RUI- 


\ 
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R  UI-GOMEZ. 
Have  pity       <     "•  {Ironical^ . 

KING. 

Hence  !  how  wretchedly  he  rules, 
That's  fervM  by  Cowards,  and  advis'd  by  Fools. 

Oh  Torture  ! • 

Don  CARL  OS. 

•  Rouze,  my  Soul, .confider  now,. 
That  to  thy  blifsful  Manfion  thou  muft  go. 
But  I  fo  mighty  Joys  have  tailed  here, 
I  hardly  mail  have  Senfe  of  any  there, 
Oh  foft  as  Bloffoms,  and  yet  fvveeter  far ! 

[Leaning  on  her  Bcforn.. 

Sweeter  than  Tncenfe  which  to  Heav'n  afcends, 
Tho*  'tis  prefented  there  by  Angels  Hands. 

KING, 
Still  in  his  Arms  ?  Cowards,  go  tear  her  forth. 

Don  CARLOS. 

You'll  fooner  from  its  Center  {hake  the  Earth .:: 
I'll  hold  her  faft  till  my  laft  Hour  is  nigh ; 
Then  I'll  bequeath  her  to  you  when  I  die. 

KING.. 

Cut  off  his  Hold  !  or  any  thing.       •      • 
Don  CARL.OS. 

• A  y  come  i, 

Here  kill,  and  bear  me  hence  into  my  Tomb* 

I'd  have  my  Monument  erefted  here, 

With  broken  mangled  Limbs  Hill  clafping  her. . 

QUEEN. 

Hold,  and  I'll  quit  his  Arms. 

[T'/je  Guards  cffer  their  Axes; 

KING. 

Now  bear  him  hence.  [Thy  part. 

QUEEN. 

O  horrid  .Tyrant !       *    [Guards  are  burrjih*  Car.  off,' 
I..  5  ttay_?. 
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Stay,  unhappy  Prince 

Turn,  turn  !  O  Torment !  mult  1  leave  you  fo  ? 
No,  Hay,  and  take  me  with  vou  where  you  go. 

Don  CARLO  S. 

Hark,  Slaves,  my  Goddefs  fummons  me  to  Hay. 
Dogs  !   have  you  Eyes,  and  can  you  difobey  ? 
See  her  :  Oh  let  me  but  juft  touch  my  Llifs. 

\PreJJinp-  for 
KING. 
By  Hell  he  (han't :  Slaves,  are  you  mine  or  his  * 

gJJEEN.      < 

My  Life 

Den  CARLOS. 

My  Soul,  fare  we  1 •          [Exit  Carlos. 

$JJEE  N. 

He's  gone,  he's  gone, 

Now,  Tyrant,  to  thy  Rage  I'm  left  alone ; 

Give  me  my  Death,  that  hate  both  Life  and  thee. 

K I  N  G. 
I  kr»ow  thou  doft  ;  yet  live. 

$JJ  E  E  N. 

O  Mifery  !         .[Throws  berfelf  on  'the  FJcor. 

Why  was  I  born  to  be  thus  curs'd  ?  or  why 
bhouid  Life  be  forc'd  when  'tis  fo  fweet  to  die  ? 

KING. 

Thou,  Woman,  haft  been  falfe  ;  but  to  renew 
Thy  Credit  in  my  Heart,  a (5ft  me  now.  [To  Eboli. 

Prepare  a  Draught  cf  Poifon,  fuch  as  will 
A £1  flow,  and  by  Degrees  of  Torment  kill. 
Give  it  the  Queen,  and  to  prevent  all  Senfe 
Of  dying,  tell  her  I've  releas'd  the  Prince, 
And  that  ere  Morning  he'll  attend  her.     I  "J 

In  a  Difguife  his  Prefence  will  fupply  ;  5* 

bo  o-l vit  my  Rage,  and  fmiling  fee  -her  die.  i 

EBOLI. 
Your  Majcfiy  fliall  be  obey'd^ 

ft     U  Jk-" 
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RUI-GOMEZ. 

Do,  work  thy  Mifchiefs  to  their  -lafl  Degree, 
And  when  th'are  in  their  Height  I'll  murder  thee.  \Afidt. 

KING. 

Now,  Gonuz,  ply  my  Rage,  and  keep  it  hot : 
O'er  Love  and  Nature  I've  the  Conqucil  got. 
Still  charming  Beauty  triumphs  in  her  Eyes ; 

[Looking  at  tie  Queen. 
Yet  for  my  Honour  and  my  Reft  fhe  dies. 

\Exeunt  Queen  and 

But,  oh  !  what  Eafe  can  I  expedl  to  get, 
When  I  mull  purchafc  at  fo  dear  a  Rate  ?  [Exeunt 
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A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E    I, 

Enter  KING  folus* 

KING. 

IS  Night ;  the  Seafon  when  the  Happy  take 
Repofe,  and  only  Wretches  are  awake  : 
Now  difcontented  Ghofts  begin  their.  Rounds, 
Haunt  ruin'd  Buildings  and  unwholefom  Grounds; 
Or  at  the  Curtains  of  the  Reftlefs  wait,. 
To  frighten  'em  with  fome  fad  Tale  of  Fate.. 
When  I  would  reft,  I  can  no  P-eft  obtain  : 
7'he  Ills  I've  borne  ev'n  o'er  my  Slumbers  reign, 
And  in  fad  Dreams  torment  me  o'er  again. 
The  fatal  Bus'nefs  is  ere  this  begun  : 
I'm  fhockt,  and  ftart  to  think  what  I  have  done. 
But  1  forget  how  I  that  Philip  am,, 
£o  much  for  Conftancy  renown'd  by  Fame  ; 
"Who  thro'  the  Progrefs  of  my  Life  was  ne'er 
By  Hopes  transported,  or  deprefs'd  by  Fear, 
!No,  it  is  gone  too  far  to  be  recalPd, 
And  6tedfaitnefs,will  make  the  Adi.extoll'd.. 

Enter  E  B  o  L  I  in  a  Night-Gown*, 

Who?  Efali? 

EBOLI. 
My  Lord. 

KING. 

Is  the  Deed  done  ? 
EBOLL 
'Tis,  and  the  Queen  to  feek  Repofe  is  gone  ? 

KING. 
Can  Ihe  exreft  it,  \\ho  allowed  me  none .? 

No, 


\ 
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No,  £W ;  her  Dreams  muft  be  as  full 
Of  Horror,  and  as-hellim  as  her  Soul. 
Does  (he  believe  the  Prince  has  Freedom  gainM? 
EBOLL.     . 

She  does. 

KING. 

How  were  the  Tidings  entertaih'd? 
EBOLL 

O'er  all  her  Face  young  wand'ring  Blufhes  were, 
Such  as  fpeak  Hopes  too  weak  to  conquer  Fear :— *- 
But  when  confirm'd,  no  Lover  e'er  fo  kind  ; 
She  clafp'd  me  faft,  carefs'd,  and  call'd  me  Friend. , 
Which  Opportunity  1  took,  to  give 
The  Poifonj  and  till  Day  (he  cannot  live. , 
KING. 

Quickly  then  to  her;  fay  that  Carlos  here 
Waits  to  confirm  his  Happinefs  with  her. 
Go  ;  that  my  Vengeance  I  may  finilh  quite : 
JT  would  be  imperfecl,  mould  I  lofe  the  Sight.. 
But  to  contrive  that  I  may  not  be  known, 
And  Ihe  may  ftill  miftake  me  for  my  Son, 
Remove  all  Light  but  that  which  may  fuffice 
To  let  her  fee  me  fcorn  her  when  me  dies. 
EBOLL 

You'll  find  her  all  in  rueful  Sables  clad,. 
With  one  dim  Lamp  that  yields  imperfecl  Light, 
Such  as  in  Vaults  afliil  the  ghaftly  Shade, 
"Where  wretched  Widows  come  to  weep  at  Nights 
Thus  (he  refolves  to  die,  or  living  mourn,. 
Till  Carlos  mail  with  Liberty  return.  \£xif^ 

KING. 

Oh  ftedfart  Sin  !  incorrigible  Luft ! 
Not  damn'd  !  it  is  impoffible  ;  fhe  muft. 
How  do  I  long  to  fee  her  in  her  Pains, 
The  pois/nous  Sulphur  rolling  through  her  Veins  ? 

EttftA 


D  O  N     C  A  R  L  0  S, 

Enter  Don  JOHN  and  Attendants. 

Who's  there  ?  my  Brother  ? 

Don  JOHN. 

Yes,  Sir,  and  your  Friend. 
What  can  your  Prefence  here  fo  late  intend. 

KING. 

Oh  Aujtria,  Fate's  at  work ;  a  Deed's  in  hand 
Will  put  thy  youthful  Courage  to  a  Hand, 
Survey  me  5  4o  1  look  as  heretofore  ? 

Don  JOHN. 

You  look  like  King  of  Spain  and  Lord  of 
Like  one  who  ftill  feeks  Glory  on  the  Wing  : 
You  look  as  1  would  do,  were  I  a  King. 
KING. 

A  King  !  why  I  am  more,  I'm  all  that  can 
Be  counted  miferable  in  a  Man. 
But  thou  malt  fee  how  calm  anon  I'll  grow : 
I'll  be  as  happy  and  as  gay  as  thou. 

Don  JOHN. 

No,  Sir,  my  Happinefs  you  cannot  have, 
Whilft  to  your  abjecl  Paffions  thus  a  Slave. 
To  know  my  Eafe  you  Thoughts  like  mine  mult  bring, 
Be  fomething  lefs  a  Man,  and  more  a  King. 

KING. 

I'm  growing  fo,  'tis  true,  that  long  I  drove 
With  pleading  Nature,  combated  with  Love, 
Thofe  Witchcrafts  that  had  bound  my  Soul  fo  faft  } 
But  now  the  Date  of  the  Enchantment's  part. 
Before  my  Rage  like  Ruins  down  they  fall, 
And  I  mount  up  true  Monarch  o'er  'em  all. 

Don  JOHN. 

I  know  your  Queen  and  Son  y'ave  doom'd  to  die, 
-And  fear  by  this  the  fatal  Hour  is  nigh. 

Why 
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Why  would  you  cut  a  fare  SucceiTion  off, 

At  which  your  Friends  mult  grieve,  and  Foes  will  laugh; 

As  if  fince  .Age  has  from  you  took  away 

Increafe,  you'd  grow  malicious  and  deftroy? 

KING. 

Doubt  it  not,  Auftrta  :  them  my  Brother  art, 
And  in  my  Blood  I'm  certain  haft  a  Part. 
Only  the  JufUce  of  my  Vengeance  own ; 
Ihou'rt  heir  of  Spain,  and  my  adopted  Son. 

Don  JOHN. 

I  m-uft  con fefs  there  in  a  Crown  are  Charms, 
Which  I  would  court  in  bloody  Fields  and  Anns: 
But  in  my  Nephew's  Wrong  I  muft  decline, 
Since  he  mull  be  extinguifh'd  ere  I  mine. 
To  mount  a  Throne  o'er  Battlements  I'd  climb, 
\V  here  Death  mould  wait  on  me,  not  I  on  him. 
Did  you  e'er  love,  or  have  you  ever  known 
The  mighty  Value  •  of -lb  brave  a  Son  ? 

KING. 

I  guefs'd  I  mould  be  treated  thus  before  ; 
I  know  it  is  thy  Kindnefs,  but  no  more. 
Thou  living  free,  alas  !  art  eafy  grown, 
And  think'ft  all  Hearts  as  honeft  as  thy  own. 

Don  JOHN. 

Not,  Sir,  fo  eafy  as  I  muft  be  bold, 
Andfpeak  what  you  perhaps  would  have  untold; 
T  hat  y'afe  a  Slave  to  th'  vileft  that  obey, 
Such  as  Difgrace  on  Royal  Favour  lay, 
And  blindly  follow,  as  they  lead  aftray  : 
Voracious  Varlets,  fordid  Hangers-on, 
Bell  by  Familiarity  th'are  known, 
Yet  fhrink  at  Frowns,  but  when  you  (mile  they  fawn.    [ 
They're  thefe  have  wrong'd  you,  and  abus'd  your  Ears, 
Poffefs'd  your  Mind  with  falfe  mifgrounded  Fears. 

KING. 


f     C  A  R  L  O  Sj 
KING. 

Mifgrounded  Fears  ?  Why,  is  there  any  Trutlr 
In  Woman's  Vows,  or  difobedient  Youth  ? 
I;  fooner  would  believe  this  World  were  Heaven, 
Where  I  have  nought  but  Toils  and  Torment  met, 
And  never  Comfort  yet  to  Man  was  given. 
But  thou  malt  fee  how  my  Revenge  I'll  treat* 

%he  SCENE  draws  and  dif covers  the  Queen  alone  m 
Mourning  on  her  Couch,  <with  a  Lamp  by  her. 

Look  where  me  fits  as  quiet  and  ferene,         {Ironically. 

As  if  me  never  had  a  1  hough t  of  Sin  ; 

Jn  Mourning,  her  vvrong'd  Innocence  to  mew  : 

Sh'as  fworn't  fo  oft  that  me  believes  it  true. 

O'erwhelm'd  with  Sorrow  fhe'll  in  Darknefs  dwell : 

So  we  have  heard  of  Witches  in  a  Cell, 

Treating  with  Fiends,  and  making  Leagues  with  Hell 

{The  Queen  rifes,  and  comes  towards  him. 

3JJEEN. 

My  Lord !  Prince  Carlos  ?  may  it  be  belie v'd? 
Are  my  Eyes  blefs'd  ?  and  am  I  not  deceived  ? 
KING. 

My  Queen,  my  Love,  I'm  here {Embraces  her. 

QJJEEN. 

My  Lord  the  King  ? 

This  is  furprizing  Kindnefs  which  you  bring. 
Can  you  believe  me  innocent  at  laft  ? 
JVlethinks  my  Griefs  are  half  already  paft. 

KING. 

O  Tongue,  in  nothing  praftis'd  but  Deceit ! 
Too  well  me  knew  him,  not  to  find  the  Cheat. 
Yes,  vile  inceftuous  Woman,  it  is  I, 
The  King ;  look  on  roe  well,  defpany  and  die. 

QJJEE.N. 


i 


PRINCE    of  SPAIN.         185 

QUEEN. 

Why  had  you  not  pronounc'd  my  Doom  before, 
Since  to  Affliction  you  could  add  no  more  ? 
Methinks  Death  is  Jefs  welcome,  when  I  find 
You  could  but  counterfeit  a  Look  that's  kind. 

KING. 

No,  now  th'art  fit  for  Death  :  Had  I  believ'd 
Thou  couldtl  have  been  more  wicked,  thou  hadil  liv'd. 
liv'd  and  gone  on  in  Lufl  and  Riot  flill ; 
But  I  perceiv'd  thee  early  ripe  for  Hell: 
And  that  of  the  Reward  thou  might' ft  not  mifs ; 
This  Night  th'aft  drank  thy  Bane,  th'art  poifon'd  j  yes, 

Thou  art  

3JJEEN. 

Then  welcome  everlafting  Blifs. 

But  ere  I  die,  let  me  here  make  a  Vow, 

By  Heav'n,  and  all  I  hope  for  there,  I'm  true. 

KING. 

Vows  you  had  always  ready  when  you  fpoke : 
How  many  of  'em  have  you  made,  and  broke  ? 
Yet  there's  a  Power  that  does  your  Falfhood  hear, 
A  juft  one  too,  that  lets  thee  live  to  fwear. 
How  comes  it  that  above  fuch  Mercy  dwells, 
To  permit  Sin,  and  make  us  Infidels  ? 

QUEEN.       . 

You  have  been  ever  fo  to  all  that's  good, 
My  Tnnocence  had  elfe  been  underftood. 
At  firft  your  Love  was  nothing  but  your  Pride». 
When  I  arriv'd  to  be  the  i'rince's  Bride, 
You  then  a  kind  indulgent  Father  were : 
But  finding  me  unfortunately  fair, 
Thought  me  a  Prize  too  high  to  be  poflefs'd 
By  him,  and  forc'd  yourfelf  into  my  Breaft  : 
Where  you  maintain'd  an  unrefifted  Pow'r ; 

your  own  Daughter  could  have  lov'd  you  more, 

Tilt: 
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Till  confcious  of  your  Age,  my  Faith  was  blam'd, 
And  I  a  leud  Adulterefs  proclaim'd, 
Accus'd  of  foulefl  Inceft  with  your  Son. 
What  more  could  my  worft  Enemy  have  done  ? 

KING. 

Nothing,  I  hope ;  I  would  not  have  it  faid, 
That  in  my  Vengeance  any  Fault  I  made. 
Love  me  ?  oh  lew  Pretence  !  too  feebly  built  \ 
"But  'tis  the  conftant  Fault  of  dying  Guilt, 
Ev'n  to  the  lad  to  cry  they're  Innocent ; 
When  their  Defpair's  fo  great,  they  can't  repent. 

QUEEN. 

Thus  having  urg'd  your  Malice  to  the  Head, 
Vou  fpightfully  are  come  to  rail  me  dead. 
Had  1  been  Man,  and  had  an  impious  Wife, 
With  fpeedy  Fury  I'd  have  fnatch'd  'her  Life; 
Torn  a  broad  Paffage  open  to  Jier  Heart, 
And  there  have  ranfack'd  each  polluted  Part ; 
Triumphed  and  laugh'd  t'  have  feen  the  iifuing  Flood^ 
And  wantonly  have  bath'd  my  Hands  in  Blood. 
That  "had  out-done  the  low  Revenge  you  bring, 
Much  fitter  for  a  Woman  than  a  King. 

KING. 

I'm  glad  I  know  what  Death  you'd  wifti  to  have, 
You  wou'd  go  down  in  Silence  to  your  Grave  ; 
Remove  from  future  Fame,  as  prefent  limes, 
And  bury  with  you,  if  you  could,  your  Crimes. 
No,  I  will  have  my  Juitice  uaderilood, 
Proclaim  thy  Falfhood  and  thy  Luft  aloud. 

&JJ  E  E  N. 

About  it  then,  the  noble  Work  begin  ; 
Be  proud  .and  boaft  how  cruel  you  have  been. 
Oh  how  a  Monarch's  Glory  'twill  advance  ! 
Do,  quickly  let  it  reach  the  Ears  of  France. 
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I've  there  a  Royal  Brother  that  is  young, 

Who'll  certainly  revenge  his  Sifter's  v\  rong  ; 

Into  thy  Spain  a  mighty  Army  bring,  0 

Tumble  thee  from  thy  1  hrone  a  wretched  thing,       "> 

And  make  thee  quite  forget  thou  e'er  wert  King.        \ 

KING. 

I  ne'er  had  Pleafure  with  her  till  this  Night : 
The  Viper  finds  fhe's  crufh'd,  and  fain  would  bite. 
Oh  !  were  he  here,  and  du-ril  maintain  that  Wwdj 
I'd  like  an  Eagle  feize  the  callow  Bird, 
And  gripe  him  till  the  daftard  Craven  cry'd  ; 
Then  throw  him  panting  by  his  Sifter's  Side. 

QJJEEN. 

Alas  !  I  faint  and  fink  ;  my  Lord,  your  Hand  : 
My  Spirits  fail,  and  1  want  Strength  to  Hand.    [To  D.  Jf 

Don  JOHN. 

O  Jealoufy  ! 
A  Curfe  which  none  but  he  that  bears  it  knows ; 

\Leads  ker  to  a  Chair* 
So  rich  a  Treafure  who  wou'd  live  to  Iqfe  ? 

KING. 

The  Poifon  works,  Heav'n  grant  there  were  enough  j 
She  is  fo  foul,  me  may  be  Poifon  proof. 
Now,  my  falfe  fair  one  • 

QUEEN. 

Tyrant,  hence  be  gone, 
This  Hour's  my  laft,  and  let  it  be  my  own. 
Away,  away  ;  I  would  not  leave  the  Light 
With  fuch  a  hated  Objeft  in  my  Sight. 

KING. 

No,  I  will  flay,  and  ev'n  thy  Pray'rs  prevent ; 
I  would  not  give  thee  Leifure  to  repent ; 
But  let  thy  Sins  all  in  one  Throng  combine 
To  plague  thy  Soul,  as  thou  haft  tortur'd  mine. 
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Glut  then  your  Eyes  ;  your  Tyrant-Fury  feed, 
And  triumph  ;  but  remember,  when  I'm  dead, 
Hereafter  on  your  dying  Pillows  you 
May  feel  thofe  Tortures  which  yoa  give  me  now. 
Go  on,  your  worft  Reproaches  I  can  bear, 
And  with  'em  all  you  mall  not  for.ce  a  Tear. 

KING., 

Thus,  Auftricti  my  loft  Freedom  I  obtain, 
And  once  more  mall  appear  myfelf  again. 
Love  held  me  fail,  whilil  like  a  foolifh  Boy, 
1  of  the  thing  was  fond  becaufe  'twas  gay  ; 
But  now  I've  thrown  the  gaudy  Toy  away.. 

EBOLI. 
Help,  Murder!  help  -  [Eboli  ivit&itz. 

KING. 

-  See,  Aujiria,  whence  that  Cry  : 
Call  up  our  Guards,  there  may  be  Danger  nigh, 

\Ehter  Guards. 

Enter  EBOLI  />  her  Night-drefs,  wounded  and  bleeding. 
R  u  i-G  o  M  E  z  purfuing  her. 

EBOLI. 

Ch  !  guard  me  from  that  cruel  Murderer  : 
But  Jtis  in  vain,  the  Steel  has  gone  too  far- 
Turn,  wretched  King,  I've,  fomething  to  unfold  ;- 
Nor  can  1  die  till  the  fad  Secret's  told. 

KING. 

The  Woman's  mad  ;  to  fome  Apartment  by 
Remove  her,  where  me  may  grow  tame  and  die. 
Fate  came  abroad  to  Night,  refolv'd  to  range  : 
1  love  a  kind  Companion  in  Revenge.       \Hugs  R«  Gov 

EBOLI. 

If  in  your  Heart  Truth  any  Favour  wins, 
If  e'er  you  would  repent  of  fecret  Sins, 
tfear  me  a  Word,  & 
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KING. 

— ^What  wouldfl  thou  fay  ?  Be  brief. 

EBOLL 

Do  what  you  can  to  fave  that  precious  Life  ; 
Try  ev'ry  Art  that  may  her  Death  prevent : 
You  are  abus'd,  and  me  is  innocent. 
When  I  perceiv'd  my  Hopes  of  you  were  vain, 
Led  by  my  Luft  I  praftis'd  all  my  Charms 
To  gain  the  Prince,  Don  Carlos,  to  my  Arms. 
But  there  too  crofs'd,  I  did  the  Purpofe  change, 
And  Pride  made  him  my  Engine  for  Revenge :  [To  R ,  Go* 
Taught  him  to  raife  your  growing  Jealoufy.    1 
Then  my  wild  Paflion  at  this  Prince  did  fly,     £  [To  D.  J, 
And  that  was  done  for  which  I  now  mull  die,  j 

KING. 
Ha,  Gomez  !  fpeak,  and  quickly  ;  is  it  fo  ? 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Pm  forry  you  mould  doubt  if't  be  or  no. 
She,  by  whole  Luft  my  Honour  was  betray'd,  i 

Cannot  want  Malice  now  to  take  my  Head ; 
And  therefore  does  this  Penitence  pretend. 

E  B  O  L  I. 

Oh  Auftria,  take  away  that  ugly  Fiend  : 
He  fmiles  and  mocks  me,  waiting  for  my  Soul; 
See  how  his  glaring  fiery  Eye-balls  roll. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Thus  is  her  Fancy  tortur'd  by  her  Guilt : 
But  fmce  you'll  have  my  Blood,  let  it  be  fpilt, 
KING. 

No  more [To  R.  1Qo. 

Speak  on,  I  charge  thee,  by  the  Reft  [To  Eboli. 
Thou  hop'ft,  the  Truth,  and  as  thou  malt  be  blefs'd. 

EBOLI. 
As  what  I've  faid  is  fo, 

The* 
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There  may  I  find,  where  I  muft  anfwer  all, 
"What  moft  I  need,  Heaven's  Mercy  on  my  Soul.    [Dies 
KING. 

Heav'n !  She  was  fenfible  that  me  mould  die, 
And  durft  not  in  the  Minute  tell  a  Lye. 
Don  JOHN. 

His  Guilt's  too  plain  ;  fee  his  v/ild  flaring  Eye. 
By  Unconcern  he  would  (hew  Innocence  : 
But  harden'd  Guilt  ne'er  wanted  the  Pretence 
Of  great  Submiffion,  when  't  had  no  Defence. 
Thus  whilft  of  Life  you  ihew  this  little  Care, 
You  feem  not  guiltlefs,  but  betray  Defpair. 

KING. 

His  Life  ?  What  Satisfaction  can  that  give  ? 
But  oh !  in  Doubt  I  muft  for  ever  live, 
And  lofe  my  Peace— Yet  I  the  Truth  will  find  : 
I'll  rack  him  for't.     Go,  in  this  Minute  bind 

Him  to  the  Wheel 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

How  have  I  this  deferv'd, 
Who  only  your  Commands  obey'd  and  ferv'd  ? 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

KING. 

—I'd  have  thee  tell 
The  Truth  :  Do,  Gomez,  all  mail  then  be  well. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Alas !  like  you,  Sir,  in  a  Cloud  I'm  loft, 
And  can  but  tell  you  what  I  think  at  molt. 
You  fet  me  as  a  Spy  upon  the  Prince, 
And  I  Hill  brought  the  beft  Intelligence 
I  could ;  till  finding  him  too  much  aware 
Of  me,  I  nearer  Meafures  took  by  her  : 
\Miich  if  I  after  a  falfe  Copy  drew, 
3Tis  I  have  been  unfoitunate  as  you. 

KING. 
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KING. 

And  is  this  all  thou  haft  for  Life  to  (how  ? 
R  UI-GOMEZ. 

Dear  Sir*  your  Pardon,  it  is  all  I  know. 
KING. 

Then,  Villain,  I  am  damn'd  as  well  as  thou. 
Heav'n  !  where  is  now  thy  fleeping  Providence, 
That  took  fo  little  Care  of  Innocence  ? 
Oh  Auftria,  had  I  to  thy  Truth  inclin'd, 
Had  I  been  half  fo  good  as.  thou  wert  kind ! 
But  I'm  too  tame ;  fecure  the  Traitor.     Oh  ! 

[Guards  feize  R.  Go> 
Earth  open,  to  thy  Center  let  me  go, 
^nd  there  for  ever  liide  my  impious  Head. 
Thou  faireft,  pureft  Creature  Heav'n  e'er  made, 
Thy  injur'd  Truth  too  late  I've  underftood: 
Yet  live,  and  be  immortal  as  th'art  good. 

QUEEN. 

Can  you  to  think  me  innocent  incline 
On  her  bare  Word,  and  would  not  credit  mine  ? 
The  Poifon's  very  bufy  at  my  Heart ; 
Methinks  [  fee  Death  make  his  threatning  Dart. 
Why  are  you  kind,  and  make  it  hard  to  die  ? 
Perfilt,  continue  on  the  Injury  : 
Call  me  Hill  vile,  inceiluous,  all  that's  foul. 

KING. 

Oh  pity,  pity  my  defpairing  Soul ; 
Sink  it  not  quite.     Raife  my  Phyficians  ftraight; 
H alien  them  quickly  ere  it  be  too  late ; 
Propofe  Rewards  may  fet  their  Skill  at  ftrife : 
I'll  give  my  Crown  to  him  that  faves  her  Life. 
CuiVd  Uog  !  .  [To  Gomez. 

Don  JOHN. 
Vile  Proftitute ! 

KING. 
8 
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KING. 

— Revengeful  Fiend ! 
But  I've  forgotten  half;  to  Carlos  fend ; 
Prevent  what  his  Defpair  may  make  him  do. 

Enter  HENRIETTA. 

HENRIETTA. 
Oh  Horror,  Horror !  everlafting  Woe ! 
The  Prince,  the  Prince  ! 

KING. 
Ha!  fpeak. 
HENRIETTA. 
»  — He  dies,  he  dies, 

Within  upon  his  Couch  he  bleeding  lies, 
Juft  taken  from  the  Bath,  his  Veins  all  cut, 
From  which  the  fpringing  Blood  flows  fwiftly  out. 
He  threatens  Death  on  all  that  mail  oppofe 
His  Fate,  to  fave  that  Life  which  he  will  lofe. 

KING. 

Dear  Auftria,  hailen  ;  all  thy  Jnt'reft  ufe, 
Tell  him  it  is  to  Friend fnip  an  Offence, 
And  let  him  know  his  Father's  Penitence. 
Beg  him  to  live. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Since  you've  decreed  my  Death,  know  'twill  be  hard : 
The  Bath  by  me  was  poifon'd  when  prepar'd. 
I  ow'd  him  that  for  his  late  Pride  and  bcorn. 
KING. 

There  never  was  fo  curs'd  a  Villain  born. 
But  by  Revenge  fuch  Pains  he  ihall  go  thro', 
As  ev'n  Religious  Cruelty  ne'er  knew. 
Rack  him  !  I'll  broil  him,  burn  him  by  degrees, 
Prefh  Torments  for  him  ev'ry  Hour  devife, 
Till  he  curfe  Heaven,  and  then  the  Caitiff  dies. 

$U££N. 
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QUEEN. 

My  faithful  Henrietta,  art  thou  come 
To  wait  th'  unhappy  Miftrefs  to  her  Tomb  ? 
I  brought  thee  hither  from  thy  Parents  young, 
And  now  muft  leave  thee  to  Heav'n  knows  what  Wrong^ 
But  Heav'n  to  its  Protection  will  receive 
Such  Goodnefs,  let  it  then  thy  Queen  forgive. 

HENRIETTA. 

How  much  I  lov'd  you,  Madam,  none  can  tell ; 
For  'tis  unfpeakable,  I  lov'd  fo  well. 
A  Proof  of  it  the  World  mall  quickly  find  ; 
For  when  you  die,  I'll  fcorn  to  Hay  behind. 

Enter  Don  CARLOS  fupported  between  two,  and  Heeding} 

Don  JOHN. 
See,  Sir,  your  Son. 

KING. 

My  Son  ?  But  oh !  how  dare 
I  ufe  that  Name,  when  this  fad  Object's  near  ? 
See,  injur'd  Prince,  who  'tis  thy  Pardon  craves, 
No  more  thy  Father,  but  the  worfl  of  Slaves : 
Behold  the  Tears  that  from  thefe  Fountains  flow. 

Don  CARLOS.  1 

I  come  to  take  my  Farewel,  ere  I  go 
To  that  bright  Dwelling  where  there  is  no  room 
For  Blood,  and  where  the  Cruel  never  come. 

KING. 

T  know  there  is  not,  therefore  muft  despair. 
Oh  Heaven  I  his  Cruelty  I  cannot  bear. 
Doil  thou  not  hear  thy  wretched  Father  fue  ? 

Don  CARLOS. 

My  Father  !  fpeak  the  Word  once  more  ;  is't  you  ? 
Ar.d  may  I  think  the  dear  Converfion  true  ? 
Ch  that  I  could. 

VOL.  I.  K  KING. 
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By  Heav'n  thou  mufl—  -it  is  ! 
Let  me  embrace  and  kifs  thy  trembling  Knees. 
Why  wilt  thou  die  ?  no,  live,  my  Carlos  live, 
And  all  the  Wrongs  that  I  have  done  forgive. 

Don  CARLOS. 

Life  was  my  Curfe,  and  giv'n  me  fure  in  fpite, 
Oh  !  had  I  periih'd  when  I  firft  favv  Light, 
I  never  then  thefe  Miferies  had  brought 
On  you,  nor  by  you  had  been  guilty  thought. 
'  Prop  me  :  Apace  I  feel  my  Life  decay. 
The  little  Time  on  Earth  I  have  to  Hay, 
Grant  I  without  Offence  may  here  beftow; 

[Pointing  to  the  Queen, 
-You  cannot  certainly  be  jealous  now. 

KING. 

Break,  break,  my  Heart  - 

\Leads  Den  Carlos  to  the  Chair, 

Den  CARLOS. 

You've  thus  more  Kind  nefs  mown, 
Than  if  y'ad  crown'd,  and  plac'd  me  on  your  Throne. 
Methinks  fo  highly  happy  I  appear, 
That  I  could  pity  you,  to  fee  you  there. 
Take  me  away  again  :  You  are  too  good. 

QUEEN. 

Carles,  is't  you  ?  O  Hop  that  Royal  Flood  ; 
Live,  and  poifefs  your  Father's  Throne,  when  I 
In  dark  and  gloomy  Shades  forgotten  lie, 

Don  CARLOS. 

Crowns  are  beneath  me,  I  have  higher  Pride  : 
Thus  01  you  fix'd,  and  dying  by  your  Side. 
How  much  a  Life  and  Hrpire  1  difdain  ? 
No,  we'll  together  mount,  where  both  in  all  reign 
/.hove  all  Wrongs,  and  never  more  complain. 

QUEEN. 
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QUEEN. 

O  matchlefs  Youth  I  O  Conilancy  divine ! 
Sure  there  was  never  Love  that  equalPd  thine ; 

Nor  any  fo  unfortunate  as  mine 

Henceforth  fbrfaken  Virgins  fnall  in  Songs, 
When  they  would  eafe  their  own,   repeat  thy  Wrongs  ; 
And  in  remembrance  of  thee,  for  thy  Sake, 
A  folemn  annual  Proceffion  make  ; 
In  chafle  Devotion  as   fair  Pilgrims  come, 
With  Hyacinths  and  Lilies  deck  thy  Tomb. 
But  one  thing  more,  and  then,  vain  World,  adieu; 
It  is,  to  reconcile  my  Lord  and  you. 
Don  CARL  OS. 

H'as  done  no  Wrong  to  me,  I  am  pofTefs'd 
Of  all,   beyond  my  Expectation  blefs'd. 
But  yet  methinks  there's  fomething  in  my  Heart 
Tells  me,  I  muft  not  too  unkindly  part. 
Father,  draw  nearer,  raifc  me  with  your  Hand; 
Before  1  die,  what  is't  you  would  command  f 

KING.  '$ 

Why  wert  thou  made  fo  excellently  good  ? 
And  why  was  it  no  iboner  nnderftood  ? 
But  I  was  curs'd,  and  blindly  led  ailray. 
Oh  !  for  thy  Father,  for  thy  Father  pray. 
'I  hou  may'ft  aik  that  which  I'm  too  vile  to  dare  ; 
And  leave  me  not  tormented  by  Defpair. 

Don  CARLOS.   ' 

Thus  then  with  the  Remains  of  Life  we  kneel  ; 
[Don  Carlos  and  the  Quzen  Jiuk  cut  ofth,~  CW?v,  and:.. 
May  you  be  ever  free  from  all  that's  ill, 

QUEEN. 
And  CVer  1  aft  ing  Peace  upon  you  dwell, 

KING. 

No  more  :  This  Virtue's  too  divinely  br.h.'u :         *) 
My  darken'd  Soul,  too  converfant  v.kh  N.  C 

Grows  blinJ,  and  overcome  with  too  nu;ch  Li'TUt.    '  > 
K  2 


DON    CARLOS, 

Here  raife  'em  up,  gently  :  Ye  Slaves,  down,  down  I 
Ye  glorious  Toils,  a  Sceptre  and  a  Crown, 
For  ever  be  forgotten  ;  in  your  ftead, 
Only  Eternal  Darknefs  wrap  my  Head. 

3JUEE  N. 
Where  are  you  ?  Oh  !  farewel,  I  muft  be  gone, 

XING. 

Blefs'd  happy  Soul,  take  not  thy  Flight  fo  foon  : 
Stay  till  I  die,  then  bear  mine  with  thee  too, 
/\nd  guard  it  up,  which  elfe  muft  fink  below. 

QUEEN. 

From  all  my  Injuries,  and  all  my  Fears, 
From  Jealoufy,  Love's  Bane,  the  worft  of  Cares, 
Thus  I  remove  to  find  that  Stranger  Reft. 
Carlos,  thy  Hand  ;   receive  me  on  thy  Breaft ; 
Within  this  Minute  how  fhall  we  be  bleft  ? 
Don  C»ARL  OS. 

Oh,  far  above 

Whatever  Wifhes  fram'd,  or  Hopes  defign'd  ; 
Thus,  where  we  go,  we  mail  the  Angers  find 
For  ever  praifing,  and  for  ever  kind. 

$JIE  E  N. 

Make  hafte,  in  the  firft  Sphere  I'll  for  you  flay  ; 
Thence  we'll  rife  both  to  everlafting  Day. 

Farewel [ 

Don  CARLOS. 


I  follow  you ;  now  clofe  my  Eyes ;   [Leans  on  her 
Thus  all  o'er  Blifs  the  happy  Carlos  dies.  [Dies. 

KING. 

They're  gone,  they're  gone,  where  I  muft  ne'er  afpire. 
Run,  fally  out,  and  fet  the  World  on  fire, 
Alarum  Nature,  let  loofe  all  the  Winds, 
Set  free  thofe  Spirits  whom  ftrong  Magic  binds  ; 
let  the  Earth  open  all  her  fulph'rous  Veins, 
TheFiends  (tart  from  their  Hell  and  fhake  their  Chains ; 

Till 
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Till  all  Things  from  their  ^Harmony  decline, 
And  the  Confufion  be  as  great  as  mine. 
Here  I'll  lie  down,  and  never  more  arife, 
Howl  out  my  Life,  and  rend  the  Air  with  Cries. 
Den  JOHN. 

Hold,  Sir,  afford  your  laboring  Heart  fome  Eafe. 
KING. 

Oh  !  name  it  not :  there's  no  fucli  thing  as  Peace, 
From  thefe  warm  Lips  yet  one  foft  Kifs  I'll  take,        1 
How  my  Heart  beats !  why  won't  the  Rebel  break  ?      ^ 
My  Love,  my  Carlos,  I'm  thy  Father,  fpeak.  J 

Oh  !  he  regards  not  now  my  Miferies, 
But's  deaf  to  my  Complaint,  as  I  have  been-to  his. 
Oh,  now  1  think  on't  better,  all  is  well ; 
Here's  one  that's  juft  defcending  into  Hell  ; 
How  comes  it  that  he's  not  already  gone  ? 
The  Sluggard's  lazy,  but  I'll  fpur  him  on. 
Hey  !  How  he  flies  I  [Stabs  R.  Gomez. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

Twas  aim'd  well  at  my  Heart ;        f 
That  I  had  Strength  enough  but  to  retort.  > 

Dull  Life,  fo  tamely  muft  I  from  thee  part  ?  3 

Curfes  and  Plagues !  Revenge,  where  art  thou  now  ? 
Meet,  meet  me  at  thy  own  dark  Houfe  below.       [Dies* 

KING. 

He's  gone,  and  now  there's  not  fo  vile  a  thing 
As  I. 

Don  JOHN. 
Remember,  Sir,  you  are  a  King. 

KING.  : 

A  King !  it  is  too  little  ;  I'll  be  more, 
I  tell  thee.     Nero  was  an  Emperor  ; 
He  kilFd  his  Mother,  but  I've  that  out-done, 
Murder'd  a  loyal  Wife  and  guiltlefs  Son, 

K  3  Y«« 


DON    CARLOS,  &c. 

Yet,  Anftria,  why  mould  I  ^rovv  mad  for  that  ? 
Is  it  my  Fault  I  was  unfortunate  ? 
Don  J  O  HN. 

Colled  your  Spirits,  Sir,  and  calm  your  Mind. 
KING. 

Look  to't ;  ftrange  Things  I  tell  thee  are  defign'd, 
Thou,  Aufiria^  malt  grow  old,  and  in  thy  Age 
Doat,  doat,  my  Hero  :  Oh,  a  long  grey  Beard, 
With  Eyes  diililling  Rheum,  and  hollow  Cheeks, 
Will  be  fuch  Charms,  thou  canft  not  want  Succefs 
But  above  all  beware  of  Jealoufy; 
It  was  that  dreadful  Curie  that  ruin'd  me. 

Don  JOHN. 

Dread  Sir,  no  more. 

KING. 

Oh  Heart !  O  Heav'n  !  But  flay, 
Nam'd  I  not  Heav'n  ?  I  did,  and  at  the  Word 
{Rethought  I  faw't)  the  Azure  Fabric  ftirr'd. 
Oh,  for  my  Queen  and  Son  the  Saints  prepare. 
But  I'll  purfue  and  overtake  'em  there, 
Whirl,  ftop  the  Sun,  arreft  his  Charioteer  ; 
I'll  ride  in  that  way;  pull,  pull  him  down. 
Oh,  how  I'll  hurl  the  Wild-fire  as  I  run  ! 
Now,  now  I  mount  -  [Runs  off  raving. 

Den  JOHN. 

Look  to  the  King. 
See  of  this  Fair  one  too,  ftrift  Care  be  had. 

[Pointing  to  Henrietta* 

Defpair,  how  vaft  a  Triumph  haft  thou  made  ? 
No  more  in  Love's  enervate  Charms  I'll  lie  ; 
Shaking  offSoftnefs,  to  the  Camp  I'll  fly, 
Where  Thirft  of  Fame  the  a&ive  Hero  warms ; 
And  what  I've  loft  in  Peace,  regain  in  Arms. 

[Exeunt  OHIHCS, 

EPI- 


\ 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  a  GirL 

"\fO  W  what  d'ys  think  my  M.eJJage  hither  means  ? 

Tender's  the  Poetjtck  behind  the  Scenes  : 
He  told  me  there  ivas  Pity  in  my  Face, 
And  therefore  fent  me  here  to  make  his  Peace, 
Let  me  for  once  perfuade  ye  to  be  kind ;  , 

For  he  has  promised  me  to  Jland  my  Friend. 
And  if  this  time  I  can  your  Kindnefs  wove,  -> 

He'll  write  for  ms,  he  fvjzars  by  all  above,  ^ 

Whsn  I  am  big  enough  to  be  in  Love.  3 

Now  won't  ye  be  Good-natured,  ye  fne  Men  ? 
Indeed  I'll  grow  as  fa  ft  as  e'er  I  can, 
And  try  if  to  his  Prom'-fs  hell  be  true.  1 

J'hink  on't  when  that  'Time  comes,  you  do  not  know  > 

But  I  way  grovj  in  Love  vjlthfoms  cf  you.  J 

'Or,  at  the  ivorji,  Pm  certain  I  fa  all  fee 
Amongjl you  thofe  who'll  fvoear  they're  fo  "with  me* 
But  novj,  if  by  my  Suit  you'll  not  be  won,  "J 

You  know  what  your  Unkindnefs  oft  has  done  ;  /• 

I'll  fen  forfake  the  PJay-Houfe,  and  turn  Nun.  J 
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TRAGEDY. 

With  a  FARCE  call'd 

The  CHEATS  of  SCAPIN. 


Qrandis  Qratio  non  eft 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

JOHN, 

EARL  of  ROCHESTER, 

One  of  the  Gentlemen  of  his  Majefly  V 
Bed-Chamber, 


D 


My  LORD, 

DI  CATIONS  are  grown  Things 
of  fo  nice  a  Nature,  that  it  is  al- 
mo^:  impoffible  for  me  to  pay  your 
Lordfhip  thofe  Acknowledgments  I  owe  you,, 
and  not  (from  thofe  who  cannot  judge  of 
the  Sentiments  I  have  of  your  Lordfhip's  Fa- 
vours) incur  the  Cenfure  either  of  a  Fawner 
or  a  Flatterer  $  both  which  ought  to  be  as 
hateful  to  an  ingenuous  Spirit  as  Ingratitude* 
None  of  thefe  would  I  be  guilty  of,  and 
K  6  yet 
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yet  in  letting  the  World  know  how  good 
and  how  generous  a  Patron  I  have,  (in 
fpite  of  Malice)  I  am  fure  I  am  honed. 

My  Lord, 

Never  was  Poetry  under  fo  great  an  Op- 
preffion  as  now,  as  full  of  Phanaticifrns  as 
Religion,  where  every  one  pretends  to  the 
Spirit  of  Wit,  fets  up  a  Do<5trine  of  his 
own,  and  hates  a  Poet  worfe  than  a  Quaker 
does  a  Prieft. 

To  examine  how  much  goes  to  the  making 
up  one  of  thofe  dreadful  Things  that  refolve 
on  our  DiiTolution.  It  is  for  the  moft  part  a 
very  lutle  French  Breeding,  much  AfTurance, 
with  a  great  deal  of  Talk,  and  no  Senfe. 

Thus  he  comes  to  a  new  Play,  enquires 
the  Author  of  it,  and  (if  he  can  find  any) 
makes  his  perfonal  Misfortunes  the  Subject 
of  his  Malice  to  fome  of  his  Companions, 
who  have  as  little  Wit,  and  as  much  Ill- 
Nature  as  himfelf ;  and  fo  to  be  fure  (as 
far  as  he  can)  the  Play  is  damn'd. 

At  Night  he  never  fails  to  appear  in  the 
Withdrawing-room,  where  he  picks  out 

fome 
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Ibme  as  have  as  little  to  do  there,  as  him- 
felf ;  who  muttering  up  all  their  puny  Forces, 
damn  as  pofnively  as  if,  like  Muggleton,  it 
were  their  Gift  •,  when  indeed  they  have  as 
little  right  to  Wit,  as  a  Journey-man  Taylor 
can  have  to  Prophecy, 

"Wit,,  which  was  the  Miftrefs  of  former 
Ages,  is  become  the  Scandal  of  ours  :  Ei- 
ther the  old  Satire,  to  let  us  underftand 
what  he  has  known,  damns  and  decries  all 
Poetry  but  the  Old  •,  or  elfe  the  young  af- 
fected Fool,  that  is  impudent  beyond  Cor- 
rection, and  ignorant  above  Inftruction, 
will  be  cen Turing  the  prefent,  though  he 
mifplace  his  Wit,  as  he  generally  does^  his 
Courage,  and  ever  makes  ufe  of  it  on  the 
Wrong  Occafion. 

How  great  a  Hazard  then  does  your  Lord- 
fhip  run  in  fo  ftedfaftly  protecting  a  poor 
exil'd  thing  that  has  fo  many  Enemies  !  but 
that  your  Wit  is  more  eminent  than  all 
their  Folly  or  Ignorance,  and  your  Good- 
nefs  greater  than  any  Malice  or  Ill-Nature 
can  be.  I  am  fure  (and  I  muft  own  it  with 
Gratitude)  I  have  tailed  of  it  much  above, 

my 


fie  EpiftJe  Dedicatory: 

rny  Merit,  or  what  even  Vanity  might 
prompt  me  to  expect  :  Though  in  doing 
this,  I  mall  at  bed  but  appear  an  humble 
Debtor,  who  acknowledges  honeftly  what  he- 
owes,  though  to  keep  up  his  Credit  he  muft 
be  forced  to  borrow  more:  For  my  Genius 
always  led  me  to  feek  an  Intereft  in  your 
Lordfhip ;  and  I  never  fee  you,  but  I  am 
fir'd  with  an  Ambition  of  being  in  your 
Favour.  For  all  I  have  received,  the  highefl 
Return  I  am  able  to  make,  is  my  Acknow- 
ledgment i  in  which  I  can  hardly  diftinguifli 
whether  my  Thankfulnefs  or  my  Pride  ba- 
the greater,  when  I  fubfcribe  myfelf 

Tour  Lord/hips 

Moft  obliged  and' 

woft  devoted  Servant?, 


THO.  OTWAY, 


PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  U  N  D  E  R  H.I  L  L. 

f^Allants,  our  Author  met  me  here  To-day, 

And  begg'd  that  I'd  fay  fomething  for  his  Play. 
You  Wags,  that  judge  by  Rote,  and  damn  by  Rule,         ~\ 
Taking  your  Meafures  from  fame  Neighbour  Fool,  \ 

Who  'as  Impudence,  a  Coxcomb's  ufeful  Tool ;  J 

That  always  are  fevere,  you  know  not  why, 
And  would  be  thought  great  Criticks  by  the  bye  ;, 
With  very  much  Ill-Nature,  and  no  Wit,  •} 

Juft  as  you  are,  we  humbly  beg  you'd  Jit, 
And  with  your  Jilly  f elves  divert  the  Pit.  J 

You  Men  of  Se*/r,  -who  heretofore   allow' d 

Our  Author's  Follies,  make  him  once  more  proutf. 

But  for  the  Youths  that  newly  're  come  from  France, 

Whofe  Heads  want  Senfe,  tho*  Heels  abound  with  Dance  : 

Our  Author  to  their  Judgment  won't  fubmit, 

But  fwears,  that  they^  who  fo  infeft  the  Pit 

With  their  own  Follies,  ne'er  can  judge  of  Wit. 

9Tis  thence  he  chiefly  Favour  would  implore ; 

[To  the  Foxes, 

Jlnd,  Fair  Ones,  pray  oblige  him  on  my  Score  ; 
Confine  his  Foes,  the  Fops,  within  their  Rules  5 
Ftr9  Ladies,  you  know  bow  to  vuinage  Fwls* 


Perfons  reprefented  in  the  T  R  A  c  E  D  r, 

M  E  N. 

Titus  Vefpajian,  Emperor  of  Rome,  Mr.  Belter  ton. 

Antiockus,  King  of  Comavene,  IV? r.  Smith. 

Paulinus,  the  Emperor's  Confident,  Mr.  Medbourn. 

Arjaces.,  Antiochus  his  Confident,.  Mr.  Crojly. 

RutiUuSy  a  Tribune,  Mr.  Gtlfa-iv, 

WOMEN. 

Berenice,  Queen  of  Paleftine,  Mrs.  Lee. 

Pb&nice,  her  Confident,  Mrs. 

The    SCENE,   ROME. 


Perfons  reprefented  in  the  FARCE. 

M  E  N. 


J?r^'     1  Two  old  Merchant,,  (  ^' 

Gnpe,  (.  Mr. 

Qfta<vian,  ?  -ri    •    c  i  Mr.  Norn's. 

,        ,         ?•  I  heir  Sons,  -5  XA      D      .      ,, 

Leander,     j  (.  Mr.  P  ere  walk 

in,  a  Clieat,  Mr.  ^W£.  Leigh  f 


Shift.  1   o       •  i    T    A  f  Mr.  Richards. 

,J  >  Stapin's  Inftruments,          <^« 

XV  O  M  E  N. 

.Lucia,  Tbrifty's  Daughter,  Mrs.  Barry  i 

Clara,  Gripe's  Daughter,  Mrs.  G/^JS. 

The    SCENE,    2>  O  F  E  R. 


TITUS 

AND 

BERENICE. 


ACT    I,      SCENE    I, 

SCENE,   a  Palace. 
Enter  ANTIOCHUS  and  A  R  s  A  c  E  s. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

£)j("^  HOU,  my  Arfaces,  art  a  Stranger  here  : 
r,A  )££  This  is  th*  Apartment  of  the  charming  Fair, 
^J  That  Berenice,  whom  Titus  fo  adores  ; 
'  Jtic  ^e  Univerfe  is  his,  and  he  is  hers  : 
^      Here  from  the  Court  himfelf  he  oft  conceals; 
And  in  her  Ears  his  charming  Story  tells  j 
Whilft  I  a  Vaffal  for  admittance  wait, 
And  am  at  bell  but  thought  importunate, 

4RSACES. 

You  want  Admittance  ?  who  with  gen'rbus  Care 
Have  followed  all  her  Fortunes  ev'ry  where, 
Whole  Fame  throughout  the  World  fo  loudly  rings, 
One  of  the  greatefl  of  our  Eaflern  Kings. 


2  io         T  i  T  v  s  and  B  E  R  E  Kr  i 

As  once  you  feem'd  the  Monarch  of  her 
Too  firmly  feated  to  be  difpofTeil  ; 
Nor  can  the  Pride  (he  doth  in  Titus  take, 
Already  fo  fevere  a  Diftance  make. 

JNTIOCHUS. 
Yes  !  Hill  that  Wretch  Antiochus.  I  am. 
But  Love  !  Oh  how  I  tremble  at  the  Name  ; 
And  my  diffracted  Soul  at  that  doth  ftart, 
Which  once  was  all  the  Pleafure  of  my  Heart;- 
Since  Berenice  has  all  my  Hopes  deftroy'd, 
And  an  eternal  Silence  on  me  laid. 

4RS4CES. 

That  you  refent  her  Pride,  I  fee  with  Joy  ; 
'Tis  that  which  does  her  Gratitude  deftroy  : 
But  Friendiliip  wronged  mould  into  Hatred  turn,? 
And  you  rnethinks  might  learn  her  Art  to  fcorn. 


Arfaces,  how  falfe  Meafures  doft  thou  take  ! 
Remove  the  Poles,  and  bid  the  Sun  go  back  ; 
Invert  all  Nature's  Orders,  Fate's  Decrees  ; 
Then  bid  me  hate  the  charming  Berenice. 

ARS4CES. 

V/ell,  love  her  flill  ;  but  let  her  know  your  Pain  y, 
Pvefolve  it,  you  fhall  fee,   and  fpealc  again  ; 
Urge  to  her  Face  your  rightful  Claim  aloud, 
And  court  her  haughtily,  as  me  is  proud. 

JNTIOCHUS. 
Arfaces,  no  ;  fhe's  gentle  as  a  Dove, 
Her  Eyes  are  Tyrants,  but  her  Soul's  all  Love, 
And  owes  fo  little  for  the  Vows  I've  made, 
That  if  me  pity  me,  I'm  more  than  paid. 

Enter  R  u  T  i  L  i  u  s. 

But  fee,,  the  Man  I  fent  at  laft  returns  ; 
Qh  how  my  Heart  with  Expectation  burns  ! 
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f,  have  you  Berenice  feen  ? 

RUTILIUS. 

I  have. 

ANTIOCHUS. 
Oh  fpeak!  what  fays  the  charming  Queen  ? 

RUTILIUS. 

I  prefs'd  with  difficulty  thro'  the  Croud ; 
A  Throng  of  Court- Attendants  round  her  Hood. 
The  Time  now  paft  of  his  fevere  Retreat, 
Titus  laments  no  more  his  Father's  Fate. 
Love  takes  up  all  his  Thoughts,  and  all  his  Cares, 
Whilft  he  to  meet  thofe  mighty  Joys  prepares, 
Which  may  in  Berenice's  Arms  be  found  ; 
For  me  this  Day  will  be  Rome's  Emprefs  crown'd. 

4NTIOCHUS. 

What  do  I  hear  ?  Confufion  on  thy  Tongue  ! 
To  tell  me  this,  why  was  thy  Speech  fo  long  ? 
Why  didft  not  Ruin  with  more  fpeed  afford  .? 
Thou  mightft  have  fpoke,  and  kill'd  me  in  a  Word. 
But  may  1  not  one  Moment  with  her  fpeak, 
And  my  poor  Heart  difclofe  before  it  break  ? 

RUTILIUS. 

You  fhall :  For  when  I  told  what  you  defign'd, 
She  fwectly  fmil'd,  and  her  fair  Head  inclin'd  : 
fit  us  ne'er  from  her  had  a  Look  more  kind. 

Enter  BERENICE  and  P  H  JE  N  i  c  E. 

She's  here. 

BERENICE. 

At  laft  from  the  rude  Joy  Pm  freed 
Of  thofe  new  Friends,  whom  my  new  Fortunes  breed. 
The  tedious  Form  of  their  Refpect  I  ftiun, 
To  find  out  him  whofe  Words  and  Heart  are  one. 
Antiochus,  for  I'll  no  Flattery  ufe, 
Since  you  neglecl:,  I  juilly  may  accufe. 

How 
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How  great  your  Cares  for  Berenice  have  been, 
Ev'n  all  the  Eafi,  and  Rome  itfelf  has  feen. 
Jn  my  worfl  Fate  I  did  your  Friendship  find, 
But  now  I  grow  more  great,  you  grow  lefs  kind. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Now  durft  I  hope,  I  would  forget  my  Smart  ? 
So  well  fhe  understands  to  footh  my  Heart. 
But,  Madam,  it's  a  Truth  by  Rumour  fpread, 
That  Titus  mall  this  Night  pofTefs  your  Bed. 

BERENICE. 

Sir,  all  my  Conflicts  I'll  to  you  reveal, 
Tho'  half  the  Fears  I've  had,  I  cannot  tell : 
So  much  did  Titus  for  his  Father  mourn, 
I  almoft  doubted  Love  would  ne'er  return  : 
He  had  not  for  me  that  affiduous  Heat, 
As  when  whole  Days  fix'd  on  my  Eyes  he  fat : 
Grief  in  his  Eyes,  Cares  on  his  Brows  did  dwell  ', 
Cft  came,  and  look'd ;  faid  nothing,  but  Farewel* 
ANTIOCHUS. 

But  now  his  Kindnefs  he  renews  again. 
BERENICE. 

Oh !  he  will  doubtly  recompenfe  my  Pain 
For  that :  if  any  Faith  may  be  allow'd 
Two  thoufand  Oaths,  two  thoufand  times  renew'dj. 
Or  any  Juftice  in  the  Pow'rs  Divine, 
Antiochus,  he'll  be  for  ever  mine. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

How  fhe  infults  and  triumphs  in  my  111 ! 
Sh'as  with  long  Practice  learnt  to  fmile  and  kill. 
Oh,  Berenice,  eternally  farewel. 

BERENICE. 
Farewel !  good  Heav'n !  What  Language  do  I  hear  I 

Stay  !  I  conjure  you,  Sir by  all  that's  dear, 

Antiocbus,  what  is  it  I  have  done  ? 
Why  don't  you  fpeak  ? 

' 
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4NTIOCHUS. 

Madam,  I  mud  be  gone. 
BERENICE. 
How  cruelly  you  ufe  me  !  1  implore 

The  Reafon 

4NTIOCHUS. 

I  muft  never  fee  you  more. 
BERENICE. 

For  HeavVs  fake  tell,  you  wound  me  with  delay.  -* 
4NTIOCHUS.  I 

At  leaft  remember,  I  your  Laws  obey.  f 

Why  ihould  I  here  wretched  and  hopelefs  ftay  ?  J 

If  the  Remembrance  ben't  extinguim'd  quite 
Of  that  bleft  Place,  where  firft  you  faw  the  Light ; 
9  Fwas  there,  oh  there  began  my  endlefs  Smart, 
When  thofe  dear  Eyes  prevail'd  upon  my  Heart : 
Then  Berenice  too  my  Vows  approved, 
Till  happy  Titus  came  and  was  belov'd. 
He  did  with  Triumph  and  with  Terror  come, 
And  in  his  Hands  bore  the  Revenge  of  Rome. 
Judea  trembled,  but  'twas  \  alone 
Firft  felt  his  Weight,  and  found  myfelf  undone. 

BERENICE. 
Hah! 

ANTIOCHUS. 

You  too,  then  t'encreafe  the  Pains  f  bore, 
Commanded  me  to  fpeak  of  Love  no  more. 
So  on  your  Hand  I  fwore  at  laft  t'  obey  ; 
And  for  that  Tafte  of  Blifs  gave  all  away. 

BERENICE. 

Why  do  you  ftudy  ways  t*  affttft  my  Mind  .» 
You  may  believe,  Sir,  I  am  not  unkind. 
Alas,  I'm  fenlible  how  well  y'ave  ferv'd, 
And  have  been  kinder  much  than  I  deferv'd. 
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4NTIOCHUS. 

Why  in  this  Empire  (liquid  I  longer  ftay/' 
My  Paffion  and  its  Weaknefs  to  betray  ? 
Others,  tho'  I  retire,  will  bring  their  foys 
To  crown  that  Happinef^  which  mine  deilroys. 
BE  RE  NICE. 

You  triumph  thus  becaufe  your  Pow'r  you  know  ; 
Or  if  you  did  not,  you'd  not  ufe  me  To. 
Tho'  crovvn'd  Rome's  iimprefs  I  the  Throne  afcend  ; 
What  Pleafure  in  my  Greatnefs  can  I  find, 
When  I  mall  want  ray  beft  and  trueft  Friend  ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

I  reach  your  Purpofe,  you  would  have  me  there, 
That  you  might  fee  the  worft  of  my  Defpair  ; 
I  know  it,  the  /.  n/oition  of  your  Soul. 
'Tis  true,  I've  been  a  fond  obedient  Fool : 
Yet  came  this   lime  but  to  new-freight  my  Heart, 
And  with  more  Love  pofTeft,  than  ever,  part. 

BERENICE. 

Tho'  it  could  never  enter  in  my  Mind, 
Since  Ceefar's  Fortunes  muft  with  mine  be  joinM, 
That  any  Mortal  durft  fo  hardy  prove 
T*  invade  his  Right,  and  talk  to  me  of  Love  ; 
I  hear  th*  unpleafing  Narrative  of  yours, 
And  friendlhip,  what  my  Honour  (huns,  endure*. 
Nay  more  :  your  parting  I  with  trouble  hear, 
For  you,  next  him,  are  to  my  Soul  moil  dear. 

4NTIOCHUS. 
In  Juftice  to  my  Memory  and  Fame, 
I  fly  from  Titus,  that  unlucky  Name  : 
A  Name,  which  ev'ry  Moment  you  repeat, 
Whiift  my  poor  Heart  lies  bleeding  at  your  Feet. 
Farewel.     Uh,  be  not  at  my  Ravings  griev  d  : 
When  of  my  Death  the  News  Cnall  be  received, 
Rememtier  why  I  dy'd,  and  wfcat  I  liv'd —  [Ex.  Ant 
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I  grieve  for  him  ;  a  Love  fo  true  as  this, 
Deferv'd,  methinks,  more  fortunate  Succefs. 
Are  you  not  troubled,  Madam  ?  i  <  • 

BERENICE.  \ 

Yes,  I  feel 
Something  within  me  diEcult  to  quell. 

PHRENIC  E. 
You  mould  have  {laid  him. 

BERENICE. 

Who,  I  ftay  him  r  no. 
From  my  Remembrance  rather  let  him  go. 
His  Fancy  does  with  wild  Diilraftion  rove, 
Which  thy  raw  Ignorance  interprets  Love. 

PHJB  NICE. 

Titus  his  Thoughts,  yet  to  unfold,  denies ; 
.And  Rome  beholds  you  but  with  jealous  Eyes.  : 

Its  rigorous  Laws  create  my  Fears  for  you ; 
Romans  no  foreign  Marriages  allow  ; 
To  kingly  Power  frill  Enemies  they've  been, 
Nor  will,  I  fear,  admit  of  you  a  Queen. 

BERENICE. 

Phoenicia,  no  ;  my  Time  of  Fear  is  paft  ; 
Me  'Titus  loves,  and  that  includes  the  reft. 
The  Splendor  of  this  Night  thou  haft  beheld  ; 
Are  not  thy  Eyes  with  his  bright  Grandeur  fill'd  ? 
Thefe  Kagles,  Fafces,  marching  all  in  State, 
And  crouds  of  Kings  that  with  their  Tributes  wait; 
Triumphs  below,  and  Bleffings  from  above, 
Seem  all  at  ftrife  to  grace  this  Man  of  Love.  \ 

Away,  Phoenicia,  let's  go  meet  him  ftraight, 
I  can  no  longer  for  his  Coming  wait. 

IvJy  eager  Willies  drive  me  wildly  on  ; 

Nor  will  be  temper'd  till  my  Joy's  begun.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

Enter  TITUS,  PAULINUS,  and  Attendants. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

To  th*  Syrian  King  did  you  the  Meflage  bear  ? 
And  does  he  know  that  I  expeft  him  here  ? 

PAULINUS. 

Sir,  in  the  Queen's  Apartment,  he  alone 
Was  feen,  but  ere  I  there  arriv'd,  was  gone. 

r.  FESP  ASIAN. 
'Tis  well,  Paidiniis :  for  thefe  ten  Days  paft 
I  have  to  Berenice  a  Stranger  been  ; 

But  you  can  tell  me  all what  does  the  Queen  ? 

PAULINUS. 

She  does,  what  fpeaks  how  much  me  values  you  ; 
When  you  mourn'd  for  your  Father,  me  mourn'd  too. 
So  juft  a  Sorrow  in  her  Face  was  mown, 
It  feem'd  as  if  the  Lofs  had  been  her  own. 

T.  7ESPASIAN. 
Oh  lovely  fair  One,  little  dofl  thou  know 
How  hard  a  Trial  thou  mult  undergo.  \Apde. 

Heav'n  !  Oh  my  Heart ! 

PAULINUS. 

What  is't  your  Grief  mould  raife 
Far  her,  whoni  almoft  all  the  Eafi  obeys  ? 

r.  7ESPASIAN. 
Command,  Patttirws,  that  all  thefe  retreat ; 

[Paul.-jwiw  his  Hand*  and  the  reft  go  out. 
Rome  of  my  Purpofe  is  uncertain  yet, 
Expects  to  know  the  Fortune  of  the  Queen  ; 
Their  Murm'rings  I  have  heard,  and  Troubles  feen. 
The  Bufmefs  of  our  Love  is  the  Difcourfe 
^  nd  Expeftation  of  the  Univcrfe. 

And 
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And  by  the  Face  of  my  Affairs,  I  find, 
>Tis  time  that  I  refolve  and  fix  my  Mind. 
Tell  me,  Paulinus,  juftly,  and  be  free, 
What  fays  the  World  of  Berenice  and  me. 

PAULINUS. 

In  every  Heart  you  Admiration  raife ; 
All  your  high  Virtues,  and  her  Beauty  praife. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 
Alas !  thou  anfwer'fl  wide  of  my  Defire : 
Paulinus,  be  my  Friend,  and  come  yet  nigher. 
How  do  they  of  my  Sighs  and  Vows  approve  ? 
Or  what  expecl  they  from  fo  true  a  Love  ? 

PAULINUS. 

Love,  or  not  love,  Sir,  all  is  in  your  Power  j 
The  Court  will  fecond  ftill  the  Emperor. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 
Courtiers,  Paulinus,  feldom  are  fmcere  ; 
To  pleafe  their  M after  they  have  too  much  Care. 
The  Court  did  Nero's  horrid  Ac~ls  applaud, 
To  all  his  Lufts  fubfcrib'd,  and  call'd  him  God, 
Th'  idolatrous  Court  mail  never  judge  for  me  ; 
No,  my  PaulinuSi  I  rely  on  thee. 
W'hat  then  muft  Berenice  expecl,  declare  ; 
WilT&Afltt?  be  gentle  to  her,  or  fevere  ? 
My  Happinefs  is  plac'd  in  her  alone. 
Now  they  have  rais'd  me  to  th' Imperial  Throne, 
Where  on  my  Head  continual  Cares  muft  fall, 
Will  they  deny  me  what  may  fweeten  all  ? 

PAULINUS. 

Her  Virtues  they  acknowledge,  and  Defert, 
Proclaim  indeed  me  has  a  Roman  Heart : 
But  fhe's  a  Queen,  and  that  alone  vvithftands 
All  which  her  Beauty  and  her  Worth  demands. 
In  Rome  the  Law  has  long  unalter'd  itood, 
Never  to  mix  its  Race  with  Strangers  Blood. 

VOL.  t  L  r.  FES- 
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T.  VESPASIAN. 
Tt  is  a  Sign  they  are  capricious  grown, 
When  they  defpife  all  Virtues  but  their  own. 

PAULINUS. 

Julius,  who  firft  fubdu'd  her  to  his  Arms, 
And  quite  had  filenc'd  Laws  wi,th  War's  Alarms, 
Burning  for  Cleopatra's  Love;  to  Fame 
More  juft,  fled  from  her  Eyes,  and  hid  his  Flame. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

But  which  way  from  my  Heart  mall  \  remove 
So  long  eitablim'd  and  deep-rooted  Love  ? 

PAULINUS. 

The  Conflict  will  be  difficult,  J  guefs  ; 
But  you  your  rifing  Sorrows  mull  fupprefs. 

•  r.  VESPASIAN. 

Who  can  a  Heart  that's  not  his  own  controul  ? 
Her  Prefence  was  the  Comfort  of  my  Soul. 
After  a  thoufand  Oaths  confirm'd  in  Tears, 
By  which  I  vow'd  mylelf  for  ever  hers, 
I  hop'd  with  all  my  Love,  and  all  her  Charms, 
At  laft  to  have  her  in  my  longing  Arms. 
But  now  I  can  fuch  rare  Perfections  crown  ; 
And  that  my  Love's  more  great  than  ever  grown. 
When  in  one  Hour  a  happy  Marriage  may 
Of  all  my  five  Years  Vows  the  Tribute  pay  ; 
1  go,  Paulinus, how  my  Heart  does  rife  1 

PAULINUS. 

Whither  ? 

r.  VESPASIAN. 
To  part  for  ever  from  her  Eyes. 
Tho'  I  required  th'  Affiflance  of  thy  Zeal, 
To  crufli  a  Pailion  that's  fo  hard  to  quell ; 
My  Heart  had  of  its  Doom  refolv'd  before  : 
Yet  Berenice  does  ftill  cifpute  the  War. 

The 
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The  Conqueft  of  fo  great  a  Flams  mull  coll 
Conflicts,  in  which  my  Soul  will  oft  be  toil. 

PAULINUS. 

You  in  your  Birth  for  Empire  were  defign'd, 
And  to  that  Purpofe  Heav'n  did  frame  your  Mind; 
Fate  in  that  Day  wife  Providence  did  fhew, 
Fixing  the  Deiliny  of  Rome  in  you. 

r.  FESP  ASIAN. 

My  Youth  rejoic'd  in  Love  and  glorious  Wars, 
But  my  Remains  of  Life  mult  wafte  in  Cares. 
Rome  my  new  Conduct  now  obferves,  'twould  be 
Both  ominous  to  her,  and  mean  in  me, 
]f  in  my  Dawn  of  Power,  to  clear  my  Way 
To  Happinefs,  I  mould  her  Laws  deftroy  : 
No,  I've  refolv'd  on't,  Love  and  all  (hall  go ; 
Alas !  it  muft  fmce  Rome  will  have  it  fo. 
But  how  mail  I  poor  Berenice  prepare  ? 

PAULINUS. 

You  muft  refolve  to  go  and  vifit  her ; 
Sooth  her  fad  Heart,  and  on  her  Patience  win  : 
Then  by  degrees 

T.  FESP ASIAN. 

- But  how  mall  I  begin  ? 

Oh,  my  Pau/inus,  I  have  oft  defign'd 

To  fpeak  my  Thoughts,  but  ftill  they  ftay'd  behind. 

1  hop'd,  as  Ihe  difcern'd  my  troubled  Brcaf;, 

She  might  a  little  at  the  Caufe  have  guefs'd : 

But  nought  fufpe&ing  as  1  weeping  lay, 

With  her  fair  Hand  me'd  wipe  the  Tears  away, 

And  in  that  Mift  never  the  Lofs  percciv'd 

Of  the  fad  Heart,  me  had  too  much  believed. 

But  now  a  firmer  Conftancy  I  take, 

Either  my  Heart  mail  vent  its  Grief,  or  break. 

I  thought  t'  have  met  Anfiochus,  and  here 

All  I  e'er  lov'd  furrender'd  to  his  Care. 

L  2  To 
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To-morrow  he  conduces  her  to  the  Eaft, 
And  now  I  go  to  figh,  and  look  my  laft. 

PAULINUS. 

I  ne'er  expelled  lefs  from  that  Renown, 
Which  all  your  Actions  muft  with  Glory  crown. 
T.  VESPASIAN. 

How  lovely's  Glory,  yet  how  cruel  too  ! 
How  much  more  fair  and  charming  were  me  now, 
If  thro'  eternal  Dangers  to  be  won  ! 
So  I  might  Hill  call  Berenice  my  own. 
In  Nero's  Court,  where  I  was  bred,  my  Mind 
By  that  Example  to  all  Ills  inclin'd; 
The  loofe  wild  Paths  of  Pleafure  I  purfu'd, 
Till  Berenice  firft  taught  me  to  be  good. 
She  taught  me  Virtue ;  but,  oh  curfed  Rome  ! 
The  Good  I  owe  her,  muft  her  Wrong  become. 
For  fo  much  Virtue,  and  Renown  fo  great; 
For  all  the  Honour  I  did  ever  get. 
Her  for  whofe  Sake  alone  I  Fame  purfu'd, 
1  muft  forego,  to  pleafe  the  Multitude ! 

PAULINUS. 

You  cannot  with  Ingratitude  be  charg'd, 
You  have  the  Bounds  of  Paleftiite  enlarg'd. 
Ev'n  to  Euphrates  her  wide  Power  extends ; 
So  many  Kingdoms  Berenice  commands. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Weak  Comforts,  for  the  Griefs  muft  on  her  dwell 
I  know  fair  Berenice,  and  know  too  well 
To  Greatnefs  me  fo  little  did  incline, 
Her  Heart  afk'd  never  any  thing  but  mine. 
Let's  talk  no  more  of  her,  Paulinas. 
P  AULINUS. 

Why  ? 

T.  VESPASIAN. 
The  Thought  of  her  but  makes  my  Conftancy  : 


Vet 
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Yet  in  my  Heart  if  Doubts  already  rife, 
'What  will  it  do  when  I  behold  her  Eyes  ? 

Enter  R  v  T  x  L  i  v  's. 


Sir,  Berenice  defires  admittance  here—  - 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

Pauli'nus~-Qh  I 

PAULINUS. 
Can  you  already  fear  ? 
So  fo©n  are  all  your  Resolutions  iliook  ? 
Now,  Sir's  the  Time  -  [Ex.  Rut. 

Enter  BERENICE,  PHOENICIA,  and  Attendants. 

<T.  VESPASIAN. 

I  have  no  Power  to  look. 
BERENICE. 

Sir,  ben't  difpleas'd  that  I  thus  far  prefume  ; 
It  is  to  pay  my  Gratitude  I  come. 
Whilft  all  the  Court  affembled  in  my  View, 
Admire  the  Favour  you  on  me  beftow, 
It  were  unjuft,  mould  I  remain  alone 
Silent  as  tho'  1  had  a  Senfe  of  none. 
Your  Mourning's  done,  and  you  from  Griefs  are  free; 
Are  now  your  own,  and  yet  not  vilit  me  ? 
Your  Prefent  of  new  Diadems  I  wait. 
Oh  !  give  me  more  Content  and  kfs  of  State  : 
Give  me  a  Word,  a  Sigh,  a  Look  at  leaft, 
]n  thofe  th'  Ambition  of  my  Soul  is  plac'd. 
Was  your  Difcourfe  of  me  when  I  arriv'd  ? 
Was  I  fo  happy,  may  it  be  believ'd  ? 
Speak,  tell  me  quick,  is  Berenice  fo  bleft  ? 
Or  was  I  prefent  to  your  Thoughts  at  leaft? 

L3 
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T.  VESPASIAN. 

Doubt  it  not,  Madam  :  Dy  the  Gods  I  fwear't, 
7  hat  Berenice  is  always  in  my  Heart : 
Nor  Time,  nor  Abfence  can  you  thence  remove:, 
My  Heart's  all  yours,  and  you  alone  1  love. 

BERENICE. 

•You  vow  your 'Love  perpetual  and  ilncere, 
But  'tis  with  a  ilrange  Coldnefs  that  you  fwear. 
V*  hy  the  juft  Gods  to  witnefs  did  you  call  I 
I  don't  pretend  to  dcubt  your  Faith  at  all ; 
In  you  1  truft,  would  only  for  you  live, 
And  what  you  fay,  I  ever  muft  believe. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 
Madam ! 

BERENICE. 

Proceed.     Alas,  whence  this  Surprize  I 
You  feem  confus'd,  to  turn  away  your  Eyes, 
Nothing  .but  Trouble  in  your  Face  I  iind: 
Does  fall  a  Father's  Death  afflift  your  Mind? 

r.  VESPASIAN. 
Oh  !  did  my  Father,  good  Vefpafian,  live, 
How  happy  fhould  I  be  ? 

BERENICE. 

Ah,  ceafe  to  grieve  ! 

Your  Tears  have  reverenc'd  his  Mem'ry  now. 
Oares  are  to  Rcms  and  your  own  Glory  due. 
A  Father  you  lament,  a  feeble  Grief, 
V/hillt  for  your  Abfence  I  find  no  Relief. 
But  in  your  Prefence  only  take  Delight, 
],  who  (hall  die,  if  but  debarr'd  your  Sight. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

Madam,  what  is  it  that  your  Griefs  declare  ? 
What  r\  ime  d'  you  chufe  ?  For  Pity's  fake  forbear, 
Your  Bounties  my  Ingratitude  proclaim. 

BERE- 
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BERENICE. 

You  can  do  nothing  that  dsferves  that  Name; 
No,  '•  ir,  you  never  can  uiiTrateful  prove. 
May  b^  i'm  fond,  and  tire  you  with  my  Love. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

No,  Madam,  no ;  my  Heart  (fmce  I  muft  fpeak) 
Was  ne'er  more  full  of  Lov^,  or  half  fo  like  to  break  I 

BERENICE. 
WJiat  ? 

f.  VESPASIAN. 

Alas ! 

BERENICE. 
Proceed. 
r,  VESPASIAN. 

'I he.  Empire  Rmi  .        • 
BERENICE. 
Well. 

r.  FE  SPAS  I  AN. 
Oh,  the  ciii'nal  oecret  will  not  come——* 
Away,  Paulinus,  ere  I'm  quite  undone. 
My  Speech  forfakes  me,  and  my  Heart's  all  Stone. 

[Ex.  Tit,  «;/</;J£uL 
" 


So  foon  to  leave  me,  and  in  Trouble  too  ? 
Titus,  how  have  [  this  deierv'd  from  you  ? 
What  have  1  done,  Ph&nicia,  tell  me,  fpeak. 

PHRENIC  I  A. 
Does  nothing  to  your  Memory  appear 

That  might  provoke  him  ? 

BERENICE. 

By  all  that's  to  me  der.r, 
Since  the  firft  Hour  I  faw  his  Face,  till  now, 
Too  much  of  Love  is  all  the  Guilt  I  know. 
This  Silence  is  too  rude,  and  racks  my  Brealt, 
In  the  Uncertainty  I  cannot  reft  ; 
He  knows,  Phoenicia,  all-  my  Moments  pal. 

L  4  Perhaps 


\ 


224        TITUS  and  B  E  R  E  N  i  c  E. 

Perhaps  he's  jealous  of  the  Syrian  King  ; 

3Tis  that's  the  Root  whence  all  this  Change  muft  fpring. 

Titus,  this  Vi&ory  I  mall  not  boaft. 

I  wifh  the  Gods  would  try  me  to  the  moft, 

With  a  more  potent  Rival  tempt  my  Heart, 

One  that  would  make  me  greater  than  thou  arj : 

Then,  my  dear  Titus 9  fhouldfl  thou  foon  difcern, 

How  much  for  thee  I  all  Mankind  would  fcorn. 

Let's  go,  Phoenicia,  with  one  gentle  Word 

He  will  be  fatisfy'd,  and  I  reftor'd. 

"  My  injur'd  Truth  by  my  Compliance  find, 
u  And  if  he  has  a  Heart,  he  jnulTbe  kind." 


ACT 
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A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  TITUS,  ANTIOCHUS,  and  ARSACES. 


A 


r.  7ESPASIAN. 
Ntiocbus  !  you've  done  your  Friendmip  wrong, 


In  that  you've  kept  this  Secret  hid  fo  long. 
What  is't  that  your  Departure  does  incite, 
Which,  not  unjuftly,  I  may  call  a  Flight  ? 
For  tho'  on  the  Imperial  1'hrone  Pm  plac'd, 
So  highly  feem  with  Fortune's  Favour  grac'd  ; 
As  if  fhe  nothing  farther  had  to  grant ; 
I  more  than  ever  do  your  Friendfhip  want. 

JNFIOCHUS. 

Sir,  your  great  Kindnefs  I  fo  well  did  know, 
I  durft  not  ftay,  where  I  fo  much  did  owe. 
When  firft  Nudca  heard  your  loud  Alarms, 
You  made  me  your  Companion  in  your  Arms, 
Nay,  nearer  to  you  did  with  Friendfhip  join, 
And  lodg'd  the  Secrets  of  your  Breail  in  mine. 
Yet  all  this  Goodnefs  but  augments  my  Sin, 
For  I  have  falfe  and  moil  ungrateful  been. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

I  can't  forget,  that  to  your  Arms  alone 
I  owe  the  Half  of  ail  1  ever  won  : 
Witnefs  thofe  precious  Spoils  you  hither  brought, 
Won  from  the  Jews,  when  on  my  Side  you  fougiir. 
To  all  thofe  Purchafes  I  lay  no  Claim  ; 
Your  Heart  aad  Friendihip  are  my  only  Aim. 
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ANTIOCHUS. 

My  Heart  !  my  Friendship  !  Heav'n,  how  you  miftake  f 
On  my  Deceit  how  weak  a  Glofs  you  make  ! 
\V  hen  firft  you  thought  yourfelf  of  me  poiTeil, 
You  took  a  very  Serpent  to  your  Breaft. 

T.  VESP  ASIAN. 
Aniiccbus,  I  find  where  tliou  art  ftung  : 
Tell  me  th'  officious  Slave  that  does  me  wrong. 
§ome  bafe  Detractor  has  my  Honour  fiain'd, 
And  in  your  eafy  Heart  a  Credit  gain'd  ; 
Abus'd,  and  told  you  Titus  was  unjuft  : 
But  1  will  know  the  treacherous  Fiend,  I  muft. 
'I  ho'  you  unkindly  from  your  Friend  would  run, 
.And  own  th'  Injustice  which  you  think  I've  done, 
ANTIOCHUS. 

Oh  Tifus,  if  I  durft  but  fpeak  my  Heart  ; 
But  'tis  a  Secret  hard  from  thence  to  part  : 
'Tis  not  from  you,  it  is  from  Rome  I  fly, 
There's  a  Difeafe  in't  I  muft  ihun  or  die. 
Seek  then  no  more  what's  dangerous  to  know, 
When  moil  your  Friend,  I  mall  appear  your  Foe. 
r.  VESPASIAN. 

I  either  to  your  Heart  a  Stranger  am, 
Or  fure  Anticcbus  is  not  the  fame  : 
What  elfe  mould  make  you  not  your  Mind  declare  ? 
What  is't  that  you  dare  fay,  I  dare  not  hear  ? 
ANTIOCHUS. 

If  then,  whate'er  I  utter,  you  dare  hear, 
Receive  the  fatal  Secret  in  your  Ear. 
But  arm  your  Heart  with  Temper  :  Well,  'tis  this, 

r.  VESPASIAN. 
Go  on. 

ANTIOCHUS. 


I  love  the  charming  Beretiice. 


r. 
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<T.  VESPASIAN. 
Hah! 

ANTIOCHUS. 
Yes,  nor  was  I  hateful  to  her  Eyes, 
Till  you  came  on,  and  robb'd  me  of  the  Prize. 
When  at  your  Army's  Head  you  did  appear, 
You  fack'd  Jernfalem  and  conquered  her. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 
A  braver  Rival  I'd  not  vvifh  to  find, 
Than  him  that  dares  be  juft,  and  tell  his  Mind. 
So  far's  Refentment  from  rny  Heart  remov'd, 
That  Berenice  is  by  my  Friend  belov'd, 
That  I,  Antiocbus,  rhe  thing  extol, 
For  fhe  was  made  to  be  ador'd  by  all : 
And  happy  he  that  mall  poiTefs  her. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

True ; 

But  'tis  fit  none  mould  be  fo  bleft  fave  you  : 
And  Berenice  for  none  could  be  defign'd, 
But  him  that's  the  Delight  of  all  Mankind. 
'Tis  for  this  Cau.fe  to  Syria  I  repair : 
For  when  you're  bleft,  no  Envy  mould  be  near. 

r.   VESPASIAN. 
O  my  Antjccbus,  when  thou  {halt  fee 
How  fmall's  the  Happinefs  in  ftore  for  me, 
Thou  need'ft  not  fear  thy  Envy  ;  let  me  have 
Thy  Pity  and  thy'  Aid,  'tis  that  I  crave. 
My  beil  and  truefc  Friend,  you  mufl.be  fo, 
For  there's  none  fit  for't  in  the  V/orM  but  you  : 
None  but  a  King,  my  Paval,  (and  my  Friend, 
Is  fit  tb  fpeak  the  Torments  of  my  Mind. 
In  my  Behalf  you  Berenice  mull  fee. 

ANTIOCHUS. 
Is  that  an  Office,  ?'/>«;,  fit  for  me  ? 
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Is't  not  enough  her  Cruelties  I  bear, 
But  you  muil  too  folicit  my  Defpair  ? 
I  fwore  for  ever  from  her  to  depart, 
Alas  !  and  dare  not  truil  again  my  Heart. 
Your  Paflion  by  another  may  be  mown, 
1  have  enough  to  do  to  rule  my  own. 

T.  FES  PAS  I  AN. 
He  that  fo  well  his  own  Misfortunes  bears, 
Can  befl  inftruft  her  how  to  temper  hers. 
.JNay,  my  Antiocbm,  you  rrtuft  not  ftart; 
I  know  by  mine,  your  News  will  make  her  Heart 
For  f  mull  too  for  ever  from  her  part. 

ANT1OCHUS. 
You  part  ? 

T.  FES  PAS  I  AN. 
Yes !  curfl  Neceffity  !  'tis  true. 
She  that  both  conquered  me  and  fetter'd  you, 
In  whom  alone  I  i'umirTd  up  all  Delight, 
Muil  be  for  ever  banilh'd  from  my  Sight. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

It  cannot  be  :  No  Slave  that  wears  her  Chains, 
Upon  fo  eafy  Terms  his  Freedom  gains. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

Lord  of  the  World  my  Empire  wide  does  flow, 
I  can  make  Kings,  and  can  depofe  'em  too : 
The  ftubborn'ii  Hearts  muft  to  my  Pow'r  bow  dowiv 
And  yet  1  am  not  Mailer  of  my  own. 
Rome,  that  to  Kings  fo  long  a  Foe  has  been, 
Will  not  admit  my  Marriage  with  the  Queen. 
It  Berenice  to  .-morrow  be  not  gone, 
The  Multitude  will  to  her  Palace  run ; 
And  from  their  rude  outrageous  Tongue  flie'Il  hear 
The  News  I  dread  to  tell,  and  you  to  bear. 
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ANTIOCHUS. 

Now  if  my  Heart  was  to  Revenge  ally'd, 
How  might  I  triumph  in  her  falling  Pride ! 
To  fee  her  Cruelties  to  me  repaid, 
And  with  'em  all  her  tortur'd  Soul  upbraid. 
But,  Titus ,  I'm  more  jufc ;  and  rather  mov'd, 
That  ev'n,  Sir,  you  dare  wrong  the  thing  I  lov'd. 

r.  FESP  ASIAN. 
When  I  th'  Imperial  Power  did  firft  affume, 
I  firmly  fwore  t'  uphold  the  Right  of  Rome. 
Should  I  to  follow  Love  from  Glory  fly, 
Forfake  my  Throne,  in  ev'ry  VaiTal's  Eye, 
How  mean  and  defpicable  muft  I  prove ! 
ATI  Emperor  led  about  the  World  with  Love  t 
No,  Prince,  the  fatal  Story  you  muft  tell, 
And  bid  me  from  poor  Berenice  farewel. 
But  if  the  Hopes  of  reigning  in  my  Heart, 
May  any  Eafe  to  her  fad  iMind  impart, 
Swear,  Friend,  by  all  that  to  my  Soul  is  dear^ 
Entire  I  will  preferve  her  ever  there. 
Mourning  at  Court,  and  more  exil'd  than  me, 
My  Reign  but  a  long  Banifhment  mail  be 
From  all  thofe  Joys  that  wait  on  Pomp  and  Power, 
To-morrow  me  her  Journey  hence  muft  take, 
And  fo  I  all  that  e'er  1  lov'd  forfake. 
Her  to  your  Care  and  Condutl  I  commend  ; 
For  tho'  my  Rival,  as  a  King  and  Friend, 
The  dcareft  Treafure  I  dare  with  you  truft. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Sir,  do  not  tempt  me,  left  I  prove  unjuft ; 
Her  Charms  that  made  me  my  own  Fame  forego, 
Will  be  too  apt  to  make  me  falfe  to  you. 

T.  VESP  ASIAN. 

No  more ;  I  know  thee,  have  thy  Honour  try'd, 
Firm  ftill  in  Dangers  found  thee  by  my  Side. 

Tho« 
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Thou  knew'ft  my  Love,  whilft  thine  was  yet  conceal'd, 
When  all  thy  Hopes  by  my  Succefs  were  qaelPd  : 
Even  at  that  time  thou  didft  no  Fallhood  mow, 
And  wilt  not  wrong  me  on  Advantage  now. 

[ExitT.  Vefpafian, 
4NTIOCHUS. 

No,  I'll  not  fee  her,  neither  dare  I  go  : 
Too  foon  from  others  her  hard  Lot  fhe'll  know. 
Doft  thou  not  think  her  Fate's  enough  fevere, 
Unlefs  that  I  th'  unwelcome  MelTage  bear? 
I,  who  her  Hate  enough  have  felt  before, 
And  need  not  feek  new  Ways  to  purchafe  more. 
4RS4CES. 

See,  me  approaches ;  now  the  C  oward  play, 
And,  when  you  might  have  conquer'd,  run  away. 

Enter  BERENICE  and  P  H  M  N  i  c  i  A  . 

ANTIOCHUS. 
Oh  Heav'n ! 

BERENICE. 
My  Lord,  I  fee  you  are  not  gone  i 
Perhaps  'tis  me  alone  that  you  would  ihun. 

JNTIOCHUS. 
You  come  not  here,  Antiocbus  to  find, 
The  Vifit  to  another  was  defign'd  ; 
Ccefar :   And  'tis  on  him  the  Blame  muft  light, 
If  now  my  Prefence  here  offend  your  Sight. 
They're  his  Commands  are  guilty  of  the  Sin  j 
It  may  be  elfe  I  had  at  Qftia.  been. 
BERENICE. 

His  Friends  are  always  with  his  Prefence  grat'd, 
'Tis  I  alone  that  cannot  be  fo  bleft. 

4NTIOCHUS. 

Too  much  has  Prejudice  upon  you  gain'd  : 
*Twas  for  your  Sake  alone  I  was  detain'd. 

SERB- 
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BERENICE. 

For  mine  ?  away. 

dNFIOCHUS. 

Tyrannic  Fair,  'tis  true, 
He  kept  me  here,  only  to  talk  of  you. 

BERENICE. 

Of  me,  my  Lord  !  forbear  this  courtly  Art, 
You're  brave,  and  fnould  not  rnock  an  eafy  Heart* 
In  my  Diftrefs  what  Pleafure  could  you  fee  1 
Alas !  or  what  could  Titus  fay  of  me  ? 
4NTIOCHUS. 

Better  a  thoufand  times  than  I  can  tell. 
So  firm  a  Paflion  in  his  Heart  does  dwell, 
When  you  are  nam'd  he's  from  himfelf  transform'^, 
And  ev'ry  way  betrays  how  much  he's  charin'd. 
Love  in  his  Face  does  like  a  Tyrant  rife, 
And  Majefly's  no  longer  in  his  Eyes. 
But  there  are  things  behind  1  dare  not  fpeak  : 
For  at  the  News  your  tender  Heart  would  break. 

BERENICE. 
How,  Sir  ? 

4NTIOCHUS. 

Ere  Night  the  Truth  of  what  Pve  faid  you'll  know, 
And  then,  I  doubt  not,  juilify  me  too. 
Farevvel. 

BERENICE. 

Oh,  Heav'n  !  what  can  this  Language  mean  ? 
You  fee  before  your  Eyes  a  wretched  (^ueen.. 
Sir,  of  my  Quiet  if  you  have  fuch  Care, 
Or  if  myfelf  your  E>  es  held  ever  dear, 
Difpel  this  Mifl  of  Trouble  from  my  Soul. 

JNTIOCHUS. 
Madam,  yourfelf  excufe, 
For  your  own  Sake  it  is  that  I  refufe, 

•  'Twill 
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'Twill  not  be  long  before  the  Doubt's  remov'd. 

BERENICE. 

You  told  me  once,  Antlacbus^  you  lov'd  ; 
But  fure  'twas  only  that  you  might  betray  ; 
Or  elfe  you  more  would  fear  to  difobey. 

ANTIOCHUS. 
I  difobey  you  !  a(k  my  Life,  and  try 
How  glorioufly  1  for  your  Sake  can  die. 
It  would  by  far  be  the  more  welcome  Fate, 
Than  now  to  fpeak,  and  ever  gain  your  Hate. 

BERENICE. 

No,  Sir,  you  never  mail  my  Hatred  find  ; 
'Tis  my  Defire,  and  you  muft  be  fo  kind. 
Will  you  ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Heav'n  !  this  Conftraint  is  vvorfe  than  Death. 
You  drive,  and  will  not  give  me  time  to  breathe. 
Oh,  Madam !  put  me  to  no  farther  Pain. 

BERENICE. 

Muft  T  then  ever  beg,  and  beg  in  vain  ? 
Hence,  froward  Prince,  either  the  Truth  relate, 
Forbear,  or  be  affur'd  for  ever  of  rny  Hate. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

My  Heart  was  always  yours,  and  is  fo  ftiil, 
For  ever  mull  depend  upon  your  Will. 
I  vvifh  another  way  your  Pow'r  you'd  try'd  ; 
But  you're  refolv'd,  and  muft  be  fatisfy'd : 
Yet  flatter  not  yourfelf,  I  (hall  declare 
Thofe  Horrors  which  perhaps  you  dare  not  hear. 
You  cannot  but  believe  ;  I  know  your  Heart ; 
Look  then  to  feel  me  ftrike  its  tender'ft  Part. 
Yitus  has  told  me— — — 

BERENICE. 

What?  fear  no  Surprize. 
ANTIOCHUS. 
That  he  muft  part  for  ever  from  your  Eyes. 

BE  RE- 
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BERENICE. 

We  part !  Can  Things  another  Nature  take  ? 
Or  Titus  ever  Berenice  forfake  ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Perhaps  'tis  ftrange  that  I  fhould  tell  you  fo : 
But  you  (hall  find  I'll  do  him  Juftice  too. 
Whatever  in  a  Heart,  both  kind  and  great, 
Love  with  Defpair  moil  dreadful  could  create, 
I  faw  in  his :  He  weeps,  laments,  and  more 
Than  ever  does  fair  Berenice  adore. 
But  what  avails  it,  that  fuch  Love  he  mows  ? 
A  Queen  fufpecled  to  Rome's  Empire  grows, 
And  Titus  cannot  with  her  Laws  difpenfe  ; 
For  therefore  'tis  you  muft  be  banifti'd  hence. 

BERENICE. 
What  do  I  hear,  alas,  Phoenicia  ! 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Nay,  To-morrow  is  ydur  laft  and  utmofl  Day  : 
In  bearing  this  the  Courage  well  you'll  prove 
Of  that  great  haughty  Soul,  which  fcorn'd  my  Love* 

BERENICE. 

Will  Titus  leave  his  Berenice  forlorn  ? 
He  who  fo  many  Oaths  fo  oft  hath  fworn  f 
I'll  not  believe't ;  his  Love  and  Faith's  more  ftrong; 
I'm  fure  he's  guiltlefs,  and  you  do  him  Wrong  : 
This  is  a  Snare  to  difunite  us  laid ; 
Titus,  thou  lov'ft  me,  doft  not  wifh  me  dead. 
No,  ilrait  I'll  fee  him,  and  fecure  all  Fear. 
Let's  go. 

ANTIOCHUS. 
Too  v/ell  you  may  behold  him  here, 

BERENICE. 

Too  well  you  wifh  it,  to  perfuade  it.     No. 
In  this  your  bafe  degenerate  Soul  you  mow } 

When 
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When  you  no  other  Stratagem  could  find 
T'abufe  my  Heart,  you  would  betray  your  Friend. 
Howe'er  he  prove,  know  I  your  Sight  abhor, 
And  from  this  Minute  never  fee  me  more. 

^NTIOCHUS. 
Oh  Berenice  !  remorfelefs  cruel  Fair  ! 
Born  only  for  my  Torment  and  Defpair; 
Was  it  for  this  fo  faithfully  I  ferv'd  ? 
Is  this  the  Recompence  I  have  defeiVd  ? 
J,  who  for  you  did  all  Ambition  wave, 
.And  left  a  Kingdom  to  become  your  Slave  I 
Curfe  on  my  Fate ! 

BERENICE. 

If  e'er  my  Heart  you  priz'dr 
You  never  had  this  Cruelty  devis'd  ; 
Never  to  work  my  Torment  been  thus  bold, 
And  fo  triumphantly  the  Story  told. 
Away,  Phoenicia ;  no  more  I'll  hear  him  fpeak, 

[Ex.  Ber.  and  Phxn, 
JNTIOCHUS. 

Now,  my  Arfaces,  would  my  Heart  but  break ; 
But  yet  1  hope  in  part  I've  Freedom  won, 
And  what  Love  would  not,  by  her  Hate  me's  done. 
The  Pain  I  late  endur'd  thou  haft  beheld ; 
1  left  her  all  enamour'd,  jealous,  wild  : 
But  now  performing  this  ignoble  Part, 
Perhaps,  I'll  ever  baniih  her  my  Heart. 
She  left  me  cruelly,  and  let  her  go  ; 
My  Honour  and  Repofe  command  it  too : 
For  ever  to  my  Eyes  a  Stranger  be, 
Till  I  have  learnt  to  fcorn  as  well  as  fhe.          [Exeunt. 
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ACT    III.       SCENE    L 

Enter  BERENICE  in  diforder. 

BERENICE. 

Of  my  Wrong  too  well  am  fatisfy'd  : 
j±  To  fee  the  perjur'd  Titus  twice  I  try'd  ;  ^ 
Twice  for  Admittance  to  him  begg'd  in. vain, 
No'r  is  Phoenicia  yet  return'"  d  again. 
Phoenicia  has  no  Anfwer  to  bring  back, 
ingrateful  Titus  will  not  hear  her  fpeak  : 
But  hides  himfelf,  and  from  my  Fury  flies  ; 
Nor  will  have  Senfe,  tho'  Berenice  dies. 

Enter  P  H  &  N  I  c  I  A. 

Pbt5nicia>  well,  my  Titus  haft  thou  feen  ? 
What  ?  will  he  come  and  make  me  live  again  ? 
PHOENICIA. 

Madam,  the  Emperor  I  alone  did  find  ; 
And  faw  in  his  the  Trouble  of  your  Mind  ; 
I  faw  the  Tears  he  would  have  hid,  run  down. 
BERENICE. 

But  was  he  not  afham'd  they  mou'd  be  mown  ? 
Look'd  he  not  as  he  thought  his  Love  Difgrace? 
And  was  not  all  the  Emperor  in  his  Face  ? 

PHRENIC  1 y. 

"Doubt  it  not,  Madam,  he  will  loon  be  here : 
But  wherefore  will  you  this  Diforder  wear: 
Your  rufHed  Drefs  let  me  in  order  place, 
And  thefe  difhevePd  Locks  that  hide  your  Face. 

BE  RE- 
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BERENICE. 

Forbear,  Pbeenitia,  let  it  all  alone  : 
No,  he  fhall  fee  the  Triumph  he  has  wen  ; 
How  vain  thefe  fboliih  Ornaments  mufl  prove, 
If  neither  Faith,  nor  Tears,  nor  Moans  can  move ! 

Enter  ANTIOCHUS  and  ARSACES. 

Oh,  my  unruly  Sorrows !  Oh,  my  Fears ! 
Who's  here  ? 

A  NT 'IOC  PIUS. 
ArJ'aces,  Berenice  in  Tears  I 

BERENICE. 
Antiochus  !  Ph&nicia,  let's  away  ; 
To  let  him  fee  my  Torments  I'll  not  flay.  {Exit. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Now  whither's  all  my  Refolution  gone  ? 
Arfaces,  who  could  fee't  and  be  his  own  ! 
I  faid  I'd  never  fee  her  Face  again  : 
But  come  and  find  my  Boaftings  all  were  vain  j 
Seeing  her  Sufferings,  all  her  Scorn  forget, 
And  Icfe  at  once  my  Vengeance  and  my  Hate. 
Wretched  Antiocbus  !  with  how  much  Care 
And  Labour  my  own  Mifchiefs  I  prepare  I 
How  poorly  all  my  Injuries  have  born  ! 
Hopelefs,  undone,  and  to  myfelf  a  Scorn. 
Leave  me  alone  unhappy  as  f  am  ; 
I  would  not  have  a  Witnefs  of  my  Shame* 

Enter  T.  VESPASIAN  attended. 

T.  FESP ASIAN. 
'Twas  cruel  not  to  fee  her  :  Oh  my  Heart ! 
And  now  I  go  to  fee  her,  but  to  part. 
Rutilius  fly,  and  footh  the  Queen's  Defpauy 
And  for  our  meeting  Berenice  prepare. 

ANTI- 
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ANTIOCHUS. 

tVhat  have  you  done,  Sir  ?  Berenice  will  die  ; 
I  faw  her  hence  with  Hair  dimevel'd  fly. 
'  F'is  only  ycu  her  Fury  can  furceafe  ; 
Whene'er  you're  nam'd,  fhe's  infrantly  at  peace. 
Her  Eyes  Hill  bent  to  your  Apartment  were, 
And  ev'ry  Moment  feem'd  to  wiili  you  near, 

T.  VESPASIAN. 


)  a^lft  me  what  to  do  ; 
I'm  not  prepar'd  for  the  fad  Interview  : 
I  have  not  yet  confulted  well  my  Heart, 
And  doubt  it  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  part. 
Since  firft  I  took  pofTefTion  of  the  Throne, 
What  is  it  for  my  Honour  I  have  done  ? 
My  Love  and  Folly  only  I've  difclos'd, 
And  nothing  but  my  Weaknefles  expos'd. 
The  Golden  Days,  where  are  they  to  be  found, 
So  much  expe&ed  when  this  Head  was  crown'd  ? 
Whofe  Tears  have  I  dry'd  up  ?  or  in  what  Face 
Can  I  the  Fruits  of  any  good  Aft  trace  ? 
Know  I  what  Years  Heav'n  has  for  me  decreed? 
And  of  thofe  few,  how  few  are  to  fucceed  ? 
And  yet  how  many  have  I  fpent  in  walte  ! 
But  now  to  Honour  I'll  make  greater  hade  : 
Alas  !  'tis  but  one  Blow,  and  all  is  pall. 

Enter  BERENICE  prejjing  from  RUTILIUS  ana: 
P  A  u  L  i  N  u  s. 

BERENICE. 

Let  me  alone,  your  Counfels  all  are  weak; 
See  him  I  muft,  he's  here,  and  I  will  fpeak. 
Has  Titus  then  forfaken  me  r  is  it  true  ? 
Muft  we  too  part  ,?  does  he  command  it  too  ? 

T. 
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O  !  flop  the  Deluge,  which  fo  fiercely  flows ; 
This  is  not  time  t'  allay  each  others  Woes  : 
Enough  I  feel  my  cwn  Afflictions  fmart, 
And  need  not  thofe  dear  Tears  to  damp  my  Heart. 
Bat  if  we  neither  can  our  Griefs  command, 
Yet  with  fuch  Honour  let  'em  be  fuftain'd, 
As  the  whole  World  to  hear  it  told  mall  fmart ; 
For,  deareft  Berenice,  we  muft  part. 
And  now  1  would  not  a  Difpute  maintain, 
Whether  I  lov'd,  but  whether  J  muft  reign. 

BERENICE. 

•    Reign  (Cruel)  then,  and  fadsfy  your  Pride, 

And  for  your  Cruelties  be  deify'd. 

I'll  ne'er  difpute  it  farther.     1  but  ftay'd 

Till  Titus,  who  fo  many  Vows  had  made 

Of  fuch  a  Love  as  nothing  could  impair, 

Should  come  himfelf  and  tell  how  falfe  they  were. 

Now  1  believe't,  enough  I've  heard  you  tell, 

And  I  am  gone —eternally  farewel, 

Eternally Ah,  Sir,  confider  new 

How  harm  that  Word  is,  and  how  dreadful  too. 
Confider  oh  !  the  Miferies  they  bear, 
That  are  for  ever  robb'd  of  all  that's  dear  ; 
From  this  fad  Moment  never  more  to  meet : 
Is  it  for  Day  to  dawn,  and  Day  to  fet, 
In  which  I  muft  not  find  my  Hopes  ftill  young, 
Nor  yet  once  fee  my  Titus  all  L  ay  long  ? 
Heav'ns !  how  I  wildly  rave — -to  lofe  my  Pains 
On  him  ungrateful,  that  my  Tears  difdains  1 
Of  all  thofe  Days  of  Abfence  1  fhall  count 
With  him,  the  Number  will  to  nothing  mount. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

Doubt  it  not,  Madam,  there  will  be  no  need 
To  count  the  Days  that  fhall  your  Lofs  focceed : 

I  hope 
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I  hope  ere  long  that  you  will  hear  from  Fame, 
How  very  wretched  and  how  juft  f  am. 
My  Heart  bleeds  now,  I  feel  the  Drops  run  down; 
Nor  can  it  be  long  dying  when  you're  gone. 
BERENICE. 

Ah  why,  Sir,  muft  we  part,  if  this  be  true  ? 
My  Claims  to  Marriage  I'll  no  more  renew. 
Will  Rome  accept  of  nothing  but  my  Death  ? 
Or  why  d'ye  envy  me  the  Air  I  breathe  f 
T.  VESPASIAN. 

Madam,  you  are  too  pow'rful  ev'ry  way  : 
Shall  1  withftand  it  ?  no,  for  ever  ftay. 
Then  I  from  Blifs  muft  always  be  debar'd, 
And  on  my  Heart  for  ever  keep  a  Guard : 
With  Fears  thro'  all  my  Courfe  of  Glory  move, 
Left  ere  aware  I  lofe  myfelf,  and  Love. 
Ev  n  now  my  Heart  is  from  my  Bofom  ftray'd, 
And  all  its  Swellings  on  a  fudden  laid, 
Bent  thus  to  you  by  all  Love's  fofteft  Pow'rsr, 
And  only  this  remembers,  that  'tis  yours. 

BER  ENI  C  E. 

O  Titus,  whilft  this  charming  Tale  you  tell, 
D'ye  fee  the  Romans  ready  to  rebel  ? 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

How  they  will  look  on  the  Affront,  who  knows, 
If  once  they  murmur  and  then  fall  to  Blows  ? 
Mall  I  in  Battle  juftify  my  Caufe  ? 
Or  if  they  (hould  fubmit  and  fet  their  Laws, 
How  mule  f  be  expos'd  another  Day  ! 
And  for  their  Patience  too  how  largely  pay  !  9 
With  Grievances  and  wild  Oemands  ftill  curft, 
Shall  I  dare  plead  the  Laws  that  break  'em  firft  ? 
BERENICE. 

How  much  you  are  an  Emperor  now  I  find,  * 
'Tis  plain  in  your  unfteddy  anxious  Mind. 

6  You 
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You  weigh  your  People's  Rights  to  your  own  Fears, 
But  never  value  Berenice's  Tears. 

T.  V  ESP  ASIAN. 

Not  value  'em  !   Why  are  you  fo  unjTaft  ? 
Now,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Father's 'Dull, 
By  Heav'n,  and  all  the  Gods  that  govern  there, 
]f  any  thing  to  me  be  half  fo  dear ; 
May  I  be  as  a  Slave,  depos'd  and  ferve,  *J 

Or  elfe  forlorn  in  fome  wild  Defart  flarve,  J 

Till  I'm  as  wretched  as  my  Ills  deferve.  j 

BERENICE. 

Laws  you  may  change ;  why  will  you  for  their  Sake> 
Into  your  Breaft  eternal  Sorrows  tnke  ? 
Rome  has  her  Privileges ;  have  not  you 
Your  Interefts  ?  your  Rights  are  facred  too. 
Say,  fpeak. 

r.  FESP ASIAN. 

Alas !  how  do  you  rend  my  Breafl ! 
I  know  indeed  I  never  can  have  Reft; 
And  yet  the  Laws  of  Rome  I   cannot  change. 
Do,  break  my  Heart,  and  take  your  full  Revenge* 

BERENICE. 

How  weak  a  Guard  does  now  your  Honour  keep! 
You  are  an  Emperor,  and  yet  you  weep  ! 

T.  FESP  ASIAN. 
I  grant  it.     I  am  fenfible  1  do, 
J  weep,  alas !  I  figh  and  tremble  too. 
For  when  to  Empire  firft  I  did  attain, 
Rome  made  me  fwear  i  would  her  Rights  maintain* 
I  did,  and  muft  perform  what  I  then  vow'd ; 
Others  before  me  to  the  Yoke  have  bovv'd  : 
And  'tis  their  Honour :  ypt  in  leaving  you, 
All  their  auflereft  Laws  I  mall  out-do : 
And  an  Example  leave  fo  brave  and  great, 
As  none  mail  ever  after  intimate. 
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BERENICE. 

To  your  Barbarity  there's  nothing  hard  : 
Go  on,  and  Infamy  be  your  Reward. 
Long  fmce  my  Fears  your  Falfhood  haddifpla/d  ; 
Nor  would  I  at  your  Suit  have  longer  ftay'd. 
Would  I  the  bale  indignities  have  borne 
Of  a  rude  People,  public  Hate  and  Scorn  ? 
No,  to  this  Breach  f  would  have  fpurr'd  you  on, 
And  I  am  pleas'd  it  is  already  done. 
No  longer  fhall  the  Fear  of  me  prevail ; 
Alas  !  you  muil  not  think  to  hear  me  rail, 
Or  Heav'n  invoke,  its  Vengeance  to  prepare  ; 
No,  for  if  Heav'n  vouchfafe  to  hear  my  Pray'r, 
I  beg  no  Memory  may  there  remain, 
Of  either  your  Injuftice,  or  my  Pain.  [Kneel f, 

But  the  fad  Berenice,  before  (he  dies, 
Is  fure  to  have  Revenge,  if  )  ou  have  Eyes. 
Nor,  Titus,  need  I  go  to  find  it  far, 
No  further  than  that  Heart,  I  have  it  there. 

[Points  to  his  Breaft» 

Within  yourfelf  mall  rife  your  dreadfull'ft  Foe; 
My  paft  Integrities,  my  Torments  now, 
Which  you,  ungrateful  perjur'd  Man,  have  bred, 
My  Blood,  which  in  your  Palace  I  mall  Ihed, 
Sufficient  Terrors  to  your  Soul  mall  give, 
And 'tis  to  them  that  my  Revenge  I'll  leave.  [Ex.furioujlj. 

PAULINUS. 

Thus,  Sir,  at  laft  the  Conqueft  you  have  won, 
The  Queen  you  fee's  contented  to  be  gone. 

r.  FESPASIAN. 

Curfe  on  thy  Roman  Rudenefs,  that  canft  fee 
Such  Tears  unmov'd,  and  mock  fuch  Mifery ! 
Oh  '  I  am  loft,  and  'tis  in  vain  to  ftrive ; 
If  Berenice  dies,  I  cannot  live. 

VOL.  I.  M  Fly 
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Fly  and  prevent  that  Fate  to  which  ihe's  gone. 

Bid  her  but  live,  tell  her  the  World's  her  own.  [£,Y.  Rut* 

PAULINUS. 

Sir,  if  I  might  advife,  you  fhould  not  fend, 
Rather  command  her  Women  to  attend  ; 
They  better  can  her  Melancholy  cheer; 
The  wbrft  is  part,  and  now  'tis  mean  to  fear. 
J  faw  your  melting  Pity  when  me  wept, 
And  my  rough  Heart  but  very  hardly  fcap'd. 
Yet  look  a  little  farther,  and  you'll  find 
That,  fpite  of  all,  your  Fortune  yet  is  kind. 
What  Triumphs  the  whole  World  prepares,  you'll  fee, 
And  then  hereafter  think  how  great  you'll  be. 

7\  FES  PAS  I  AN. 
Who  for  Barbarity  would  be  ador'd  ? 
I  hate  myfelf.     Nero  fo  much  abhorr'd, 
That  bloody  Tyrant,  whom  I  blufh  to  name, 
Was  never  half  fo  cruel  as  I  am. 
No,  I'll  purfue  the  Queen,  me  loves  me  Mill, 
Will  pardon  me  when  at  her  Feet  I  kneel : 
Let's  go,  and  let  proud  Rowe  fay  what  it  will. 

PAULINUS. 
How,  Sir  ? 

r.  VESPASIAN. 
By  Heav'n,  I  know  not  what  I  fay : 
Excefs  of  Sorrow  drives  my  Mind  aftray. 

PAULINUS. 

O  follow  where  your  full  Renown  does  lead, 
Your  laft  Adieus  Keport  abroad  has  fpread. 
Rome  that  did  mourn,  does  now  new  Triumph  a  frame, 
The  Temples  fume  with  Offerings  to  your  Name  : 
The  People  wild  in  the  Applaufe  you've  won, 
With  Laurel  Wreaths  to  crown  your  Statues  run. 

J'.  FES- 
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r.  VESPASIAN. 

By  that  their  favage  Natures  they  betray  ; 
For  fo  wild  Beaits  roar  o'er  their  murder'd  Prey. 
\Vho  would  have  Senfe  the  Sweets  of  Povv'r  to  prize  ? 
Since  moil  in  danger  when  we  higheft  rife  : 
For  who  by  Greatnefs  e'er  did  happy  grow  ? 
None  but  the  heavy  Slave  is  truly  fo, 
Who  travels  all  his  Life  in  one  dull  Road, 
And,  drudging  on,  in  quiet  loves  his  Load; 
Seeking  no  farther  than  the  Needs  of  Life, 
Knows  what's  his  own,  and  fo  exempt  from  Strife, 
And  cherimes  his  homely  careful  Wife, 
Lives  by  the  Clod,  and  thinks  of  nothing  higher ; 
Has  all',  becaufe  he  cannot  much  defire. 
Had  I  been  born  fo  low,  I  had  been  blefl : 
Of  what  I  love,  without  control,  poffeil: 
Never  had  Honour  or  Ambition  known, 
Nor  ever  to  be  Great  had  been  undone.  [Shouts  iciti-ittt 

PAU  LIN  US. 

The  Tribunes,  Sir,  and  Senate  with  their  State, 
I'th'  Name  of  all  the  Empire  for  you  wait ; 
They're  follow'd  too  by  an  impatient  Throng/ 
Wrho  feem  to  murmur  you  delay  fo  long. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Toil  me  no  more,  difperfe  that  clamorous  Rout ; 
Tell  'em,  they  (hall  no  more  have  Caufe  to  doubt : 
The  Queen's  Departure  they'll  to-morrow  fee, 
And  me  as  wretched  as  they'd  have  me  be. 
Take  this,  Paulinas,  bear  it  to  the  Queen  ; 

{Writes  on  a  Table. 

For  mould  we  meet,  I  muft  relapfe  again; 
I've  bid  her  here  eternally  adieu  :  f 

Stay  while  me  reads  it,  and  her  Troubles  view,          > 
And  bnng  me  faithful  Word,  as  thou  art  true.  J 

M  2  Hold! 
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Hold  !  Oh  my  Heart !  yet  go,  it  inuft  be  done, 

For  what's  Necefllty  we  cannot  fhun. 

Would  I  had  never  known  what  'tis  to  Jive, 

Or  a  new  Being  to  myfelf  could  give  ; 

Some  monftrous  and  unheard-of  bhape  now  find, 

As  favage,  and  as  barbarous  as  my  Mind. 

Antiocbus  ! 

Enter  ANTIOCHUS,  Attendants,  and  A  R  s  A  c  E  s  • 

ANTIOCHUS. 

My  laft  Adieu  to  pay 
I  come,  and  dare  in  Rome  no  longer  Hay. 
My  Griefs  and  my  Afflictions  grow  fo  high, 
If  not  by  Abience  flacken'd  1  muft  die. 
T.  VESPASIAN. 

What  Reafons  have  the  Happy  to  repine  ? 
Now  Berenice  for  ever  will  be  thine. 
With  all  her  Charms  receive  her  to  thy  Breaft, 
And  be  of  all  1  ever  lov'd  poffeft. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

It  is  beneath  you,  Sir,  to  mock  my  Pain  : 
I  ever  kneel  to  Berenice  again ! 
No,  mould  I  ftay  to  fee  you  when  you  part, 
Tho'  I  am  fure  the  bight  would  break  my  Heart, 
Yet  fhe,  as  ftill  my  Pray'rs  have  been  deny'd, 
Tho'  I  but  begg'd  one  Bleffing  ere  I  dy'd, 
Ev'n  then  with  Scorn  would  throw  me  from  her  Side, 

T.  FESP ASIAN. 

Oh  Heav'n !  fhe's  entring,  from  her  Charms  let's  fly  : 
Meet  and  prevent  her [Ex.  T.  Vefp. 

Enter  BERENICE,  c5V. 

BERENICE. 

How  he  haftes  away  ! 
In^rateful !  Deareft  perjurd  Titus,  flay.  [Kneels. 


» 
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ArHiftions  catch  him,  great  as  thofe  I  bear. 
My  Lord,  at  lafi  J  have  receiv'd  my  Doom  : 
JTis  feal'd  :  But  ere  I  part  from  you  and  Rome, 
I  aik,  and  I  your  Pardon  would  receive, 
Can  you  the  Wrongs  which  I  have  done  forgive  ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 
I  never  any  Injuries  did  find: 
No,  Berenice  has  always  been  too  kind. 
With  one  foft  Word,  how  fuddenly  I'm  loft, 
And  have  no  Senfe  of  my  Diigraces  paft  I 
But  muft  I  then  for  ever  lofe  you  Ib  I 
I  am  no  Reman,  nor  was  e'er  your  Foe. 
No,  rather  here  continue,  and  be  Great, 
WhiJA  i  lie  ever  hopelefs  at  your  Feet. 

BERENICE, 

Should  I  Hay  here,  and  my  Wrongs  tamely  bear 
For  him  that  fhuns,  and  flies  me  ev'ry  where  f 
I  have  a  nobler  Mind,  and  you  (hall  fee 
I  can  difdain  and  fcorn  as  much  as  he  : 
For  tho'  'tis  true,  1  never  can  be  yours ; 
Both  Rome  and  him  my  Heart  this  Hour  abjures. 

4NTIOCHUS. 

To  banim  him  your  Heart  whilft  you  prepare, 
What  will  you  do  with  all  the  Love  that's  there  ? 
There's  no  one  Mortal  can  deferve  it  all, 
And  fure  a  little  to  my  Share  might  fall. 

BERENICE. 

,   Oh  of  that  killing  Subject  talk  no  more  ; 
I  would  have  lov'd  you,  if  I  cou'd  before. 
Love  for  another  flruck  me  with  his  Dart, 
_And  'tis  not  in  my  Power  to  force  my  Heart. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

When  firft  my  Paffion  was  difdain'd  for  him, 
You  kept  me  yet  alive  with  your  Efteem. 

M  3  But 
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But  now  at  Jaft  his  Breach  of  Faith  you  fee, 
And  bear  it  nobly  too  :  Mow  can  you  be 
T'  yourfelf  fo  juit,  and  yet  fo  hard  to  me  ? 

BERENICE. 

What  cruel  Storms  and  fierce  Afiaults  vou  make, 
To  batter  down  a  Heart  you  cannot  take, 
rl  ill  you  have  broke  it.     Will  you  not  give  o'er  ? 
No,  rather  let  me  go,  and  hear  no  more. 

JNTIOCHUS. 

O  May,  fmce  of  the  VicVry  you're  fecure  ;  ^ 

Pity  the  Pains  and  Anguilh  1  endure,  C 

In  Wounds,  which  you  and  none  but  vou  can  cure.    S 

[Kneels 

Look  back,  whilft  at  your  Feet  myfelf  I  caft, 
And  think  the  Hgh  that's  coming  is  my  lalt. 
My  Heart  its  fad  eternal  Farewel  takes  ; 
Be  but  fo  kind  to  fee  me  when  it  breaks. 

BERENICE. 

Rife,  rife,  my  Lord.     The  Emperor's  returned, 
Conducl  me  hence,  let  me  no  more  be  fcorn'd. 

Enter  T.  V  E  s  P  A  s  I  A  K. 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

Now  am  T  loft !  refolve  on  what  I  will, 
Spite  of  myfelf  I  wander  this  way  ftill. 
Why  would  you,  Berenice,  my  Prefence  Ihun  ? 

BERENICE. 

No  !  I'll  hear  nothing,  I've  refolv'd  on  Flight, 
And  will  be  gone.     Why  come  you  in  my  Sight  ? 
V,  hy  come  you  thus  t'  exafperate  my  Defpair  ? 
Are  you  not  yet  content  ?  I  know  you  are. 

r.  VESP  ASIAN. 
If  ever  yet  my  Heart  was  dear  to  yours, 
By  all  our  plighted  Vows,  thofe  fofteft  Hours, 
In  which  for  ever  to  be  true  I  fwore, 
I  beg  that  you'd  afford  me  yet  one  more. 

BERS- 
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BERENICE. 

I  till  To-morrow  had  your  Leave  to  flay  : 
But  my  Refolves  are  to  be  gone  To-day  ; 
And  i  depart. 

r.  FESP ASIAN. 
No  Journey  muft  you  take. 
Would  you  poor  Titus  in  his  Griefs  forfake  ? 
No !  Stay 

BERENICE. 
I  flay  !  Ungrateful  as  you  are  ; 
For  what!   a  People's  rude  Affronts  to  bear  ; 
1  hat  with  the  Sound  of  my  Misfortunes  rend 
The  Clouds,  and  Shouts  to  Hea/'n  in  Volleys  fend  ? 
Does  not  their  cruel  Joy  yet  reach  your  Ears, 
Whilft  I  alone  torment  myfelf  in  '1  ears  ? 
By  what  Offence  or  Crime  are  they  thus  raov'd! 
Alas!  what  have  I  done,   bat  too  much  lov'd? 

r.  FESP  ASIAN. 

D'you  mind  the  Voice  of  an  outrageous  Throng  ? 
I  ever  thought  your  Conftancy  more  itrong  : 
Never  believ'd  your  Heart  fo  weak  could  be, 
Whofe  powerful  Charms  had  captivated  me. 

BERENICE. 

All  that  I  fee  Biftraction  does  create  : 
Thefe  rich  Apartments,  and  this  pompous  ?tate, 
7hefe  Places  where  I  fpent  my  happieft  Hours, 
And  plighted  all  my  Vows,  falfe  Man,  to  yours  ; 
All,  as  moil  vile  Impoflors,  I  deteft. 
How  ftrangely,  Titus,  might  we  have  been  blefl ! 

7*.  FESPASIN. 

This  Art  to  torture  Souls  where  did  you  learn  ? 
Or  was  it  in  your  Nature  with  you  born  ? 
Oh  Berenice  !  how  you  deftroy  me  f 

[Attendants  bring  a  Chair* 
M  *  B  E  R  E 
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BE  R  ENICE. 

No, 

Return,  and  to  your  famous  Senate  go, 
That  for  your  Cruelties  applaud  you  fo. 
Have  you  not  Honour  to  your  full  Delight  ? 
Have  you  not  promis'd  to  forget  me  quite  ? 
^  hat  more  in  Expiation  can  you  do  ? 
Have  you  not  ever  fvvorn  to  hate  me  too  ? 


T. 

Can  you  do  any  thing  to  make  me  hate  I 
Or  can  I  ever  Berenice  forget  ? 
This  hard  Sufpicion  was  unjufcly  urg'd 
'Gainft  a  poor  Heart,  too  much  before  furcharg'd. 
Oh,  lYladam  !  know  me  better,  and  recal 
'The  Wrong,  iince  firft  I  at  your  Feet  did  fall  : 
Count  all  the  fingle  Days  and  Minutes  paft, 
"Wherein  my  Vows  and  my  Defires  I  preit, 
And  at  this  time  your  greateit  Conqueit  know  : 
For  you  were  never  fo  belov'd  as  now; 
Nor  ever  - 

BERENICE. 

Still  your  Love  you'd  have  me  own, 
Yet  you  yourfelf  command  me  to  be  gone. 
Is  my  Defpair  fo  charming  to  your  View  ? 
D'you  think  the  Tears  I  fhed  are  all  too  few  ? 
Cf  fuch  a  Heart  a  vain  Return  you  make  ; 
No,  never  call  thofe  dear  Ideas  back  ; 
But  fuffer  me  in  this  Belief  to  r^ft, 
That  fecretly  long  fince  exil'd  your  Bread  ; 
1  only  from  a  faithlefs  Wretch  depart, 
And  one  that  never  lays  the  Lofs  to  Heart. 
jf  you  had  lov'd  me,  this  had  ne'er  been  fent  : 
Here  you've  commanded  me  to  Banimment. 

[Opens  the  Tablets. 

What 
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What  wond'rous  Love  you  bear  me  this  doth  mow  : 
Read,  read,  ungrateful,  read,  and  let  me  go. 

[Gives  him  the  Tablets, 

r.  VESPASIAN. 

You  {hall  not  go,  I  have  not  given  Confent, 
Nor  will  I  ever  to  your  Banimment : 
Your  cruel  Refolution  I  defcry. 
To  be  reveng'd  of  me  you  feek  to  die. 
And  then  of  all  I  love,  except  the  Pain, 
Nought  but  the  fad  Remembrance  will  remain. 
Antiochus  !  be  thou  a  Witnefs  here  [Ber.fah  in  a  Chair* 
Of  all  my  Mifery  and  my  Defpair. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Defpair' s  a  Theme  I  only  underftand  : 
You,  if  you  will,  your  Wifhes  may  command. 
Such  Beauty  ready  for  PofTeffion  fee, 
And  leave  that  ugly  Hag,  Defpair,  to  me, 

T.  VESPASIAN. 

Behold  thofe  Eyes,  how  dull  and  dark  they  grow  ! 
Madam,  when  at  your  Feet  I  fall  thus  low,        [Kneth-, 
Vouchfafe  my  fad  Afflictions  to  believe, 
Alas  1  'tis  all  the  Eafe  I'm  like  to  have. 
When  firft  the  dreadful  Minute  I  beheld, 
That  by  my  Duty  and  the  Laws  compell'd, 
I  found  it  forc'd  that  you  mult  hence  depart, 
Tho'  nothing  e'er  can  banifti  you  my  Heart : 
'Twas  then  my  Soul  had  firft  a  Senfe  of  Fears, 
Forefeeing  your  Reproaches  and  your  fears. 
I  then  .expected,  Madam,  all  the  Weight 
Of  Woes  that  can  on  worfe  Tvlisfortunes  light. 
But  whatfoever  Fears  opprefs'd  my  Heart, 
I  find  1  but  forefaw  the  leffer  Part. 
I  thought  my  Virtue  not  fo  apt  to  bow  ; 
And  am  afhani'd  'tis  thus  entangled  now. 

MS  SERE- 
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BERENICE. 

Let  me  alone,  and  vex  my  Soul  no  more; 
You^of  your  Virtue  talk'd  enough  before  : 
Urge  it  not  dill  to  aggravate  my  Shame. 
When  crown'd  with  L'onqueft  from  the  Wars  you  came, 
I  know  you  brought  me  but  to  fill  your  State  ; 
For  elfe  the  Triumph  had  not  been  compleat. 

r.  FES p ASIAN. 

Since  you  have  then  rciblv'd,  it  (hall  be  fo  ; 
And  judge  by  this  if  you're  belov'd  or  no. 
No  longer  Torments  on  my  Soul  mall  prey, 
Since  1  to  Freedom  fee  fo  brave  a  Way  : 
A  Way  by  more  than  one  great  Roman  mown, 
Who  wJien  their  Miferies  had  preft  'em  down, 
Prop t  from  within,  fhook  ofF  with  1  ife  the  Weight, 

[Offers  to  flab  hhnfelf. 
And  thus  fell  nobly  grapling  with  their  Fate. 

X  ERE  NICE. 

Oh  May  !  to  wrong  me  more  what  way  d'ye  take  ? 
Would  Titus  die  for  Berenice* §  Sake  ? 
i  fee  the  Blow  you  cruelly  prepare 
To  wound  that  Breafl,  where  1,  you  fay,  have  Sham, 
To  hurt  what's  mine  would  be  unjuitly  done  ; 
No,  rather  ihike  this  Heart  that's  all  your  own. 

T.  VESPASIAN. 
Bell  of  thy  Sex !  and  deareft  !  now  I  fee 
How  poor  is  Empire  when  compar'd  to  thee. 
Hence,  ye  perplexing  Cares  that  clog  the  Brain, 
Whilft  (truck  with  Ecltafy,  I  here  fall  down. 
Thus  at  your  Feet  a  happy  Proftrate  laid,          \Kneeh* 
I'm  much  more  bleft  than  if  the  World  1  fway'd. 

BERENICE. 

Now  the  bleft  Berenice  enough  has  feen  : 
J  thought  your  Love  had  quite  extinguifh'd  been  : 

But 
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But  'twas  my  Error  ;  for  you  ftill  are  true, 
Your  Heart  'is  troubled,  and  your  Tears  I  view. 
Ev'n  my  woril  Sufferings  much  o'er-paid  I  ilr, 
Nor  (hall  th*  unhappy  v\  orld  be  curit  for  me. 
Nothing,  -fince  firft  'twas  yours,  my  Love  would  (hake, 
So  abfoiute  a  Conquefl  did  you  make  : 
But  now  I'll  bring  it  to  the  utmoft  Teft, 
And  with  one  funeral  Act  crown  all  the  reft. 


r.  r 

Ha  !  tell  me,  Bct-wice,  what  will  you  do  ? 

BERENICE. 

Far  from  your  Sight  and  ROM,:  for  ever  go  : 
I  have  refolv'd  on't,  and  it  ftiall.  be  fo. 


Autfoclnu  /  I'm  born  to  be  undone  ; 
When  I  the  greateft  Lonqueil  thought  t'  have  won, 
Ev'n  in  my  nobleit  Race  I  am  out-run. 
But  thou  wert  always  gen'rous,  always  kind  : 
Your  enlarg'd  Kingdom  fliall  to  her's  be  join'd.  ' 
And  now  how  much  you  are  my  faithful  Friend,  j 
In  being  fo  to  her,  you'll  belt  exprefs. 

[Falling  on  his  Neck 
Never  forfake  her  in  her  fad  Diftrefs. 
Where-e'er  me  goes,  for  ever  with  her  be ; 
And  fome times  in  my  Abfence  figh  for  me. 

JNTIOCHUS. 


s  !  on  thy  Bofom  let  me  lie, 
Whilft  I  but  take'one  laft  dear  Look,  and  die. 

BERENICE. 

No,  live,  and  by  a  generous  Strife  out-do 
Us  both,  and  of  yourfelf  be  Conqu'ror  too. 
Farewel. 

Let  us  all  three  a  rare  Example  prove, 
Of  a  moil  tender  tho'  unhappy  Love. 

M'6  Thus, 


TITUS  find  B  E  R  E  N  i  c  E. 

Thus,  Sir,  your  Peace  and  Empire  I  reftore  ; 
Farewel,  and  reign,  1 11  never  fee  you  more.     [Ex.  Ber, 

JNTIOCIIUS. 
OhHeav'n! 

T.  VESPASIAN. 
She's  gone,  and  all  I  valu'd  loft : 
Now,  Friend,  let  Rene  of  her  great  Emp'ror  boajh 
Since  they  themfelves  firft  taught  me  Cruelty, 
I'll  try  hosv  much  a  Tyrant  1  can  be. 
Henceforth  all  Thoughts  of  Pity  I'll  difown, 
And  with  my  Arms  the  Univerfe  o'er-run. 
Robb'd  of  my  Love,  thro'  Ruins  purchafe  Fame, 
And  make  the  World  as  wretched  as  I  am. 

[  Exeunt  omn?$t 


THE 

CHEATS   of  SCAPIN. 


ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

Enter  OCTAVIAN  and  SHIFT. 

OCTAVIAN. 

0§O^H^S  is  unhappy  News  ;  I  did  not  expeft  my 
„  ^  Father  in  two  Months,  and  yet  you  fay  he  is 
returned  already. 


SHIFT. 
Tis  but  too  true. 

OCTAVIAN. 
That  he  arriv'd  this  Morning  ? 
SHIFT. 
This  very  Morning. 

OCTAVIAN. 
And  that  he  is  come  with  a  Refolution  to  marry  me  ? 

S  WIF  T. 
Yes,  Sir,  to  marry  you. 
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OCTAVIAN. 
I  am  ruin'd  and  undone  ;  pr'ythee  advife  me. 

SHIFT. 
Advife  you  ? 


Yes,  sdvife  me.  Thou  art  as  furly,  as  if  thou  really 
couldit  do  me  no  good.  Speak  :  Has  Neceffity  taught 
thee  no  Wit  ?  Hail  thou  no  Shift  ? 

SHIFT. 

Lord,  Sir,  I  am  atprefent  very  bufy  in  contriving  fome 
Trick  to  fave  myfelf  j  I  am  firft  prudent,  and  then 
good-natur'd. 

OCTAVIAN. 

How  will  my  Father  rage  and  rlorm,  when  he  un- 
derftands  what  Things  have  happened  in  his  Abfence  ? 
I  dread  his  Anger  and  Reproaches. 

SHIFT. 

Reproaches  !  Wou'd  I  could  be  quit  of  him  fo  eafily  ; 
jnethinks  I  feel  him  already  on  my  Shoulders. 

QCT  AVIAN. 
Bifinheriting  is  the  leaft  I  can  expeft. 

SHIFT. 

You  ihould  have  thought  of  this  before,  and  not 
have  fall'n  in  love  with  I  know  not  whom,  one  that  you 
met  by  chance  in  the  Dover-  Coach  :  She  is  indeed  a  good 
fmug  Lafs,  but  God  knows  what  me  is  befides  ;  perhaps 

OCTAVIAN. 

Villain. 

SHIFT. 

I  have  done,  Sir,  1  have  done. 

OCTAVIAN. 

I  have  no  Friend  that  can  appeafe  my  Father's  Anger, 
now  I  ihall  be  betray'd  to  Want  and  Mifery. 

SHIFT, 
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SHIFT. 

For  my  part  I  know  but  one  Remedy  in  our  Mif- 
fortunes. 

OCTA7IAN. 
Pr'ythee,  what  is  it  ? 

SHIFT. 
You  know  that  Rogue  and  Arch-Cheat,  Scapin* 

OCT  AVIAN. 
Well  :  what  of  him  ? 

SHIFT. 

There  is  not  a  more  fubtle  Fellow  breathing  ;  fo  cun- 
ning, he  can  cheat  one  newly  cheated;  'tis  fuch  a 
wheedling  Rogue,  I'd  undertake  in  two  Hours  he  mail 
make  your  Farher  forgive  you  all;  nay,  allow  you  Money 
for  your  necefTary  Debauches  :  I  faw  him  in  three  Days 
make  an  old  cautious  Lawyer  turn  Chymiil  and  Pro- 
jedor. 

OCTAVIAN. 

He  is  the  fitteft  Perfon  in  the  World  for  my  Bufmefs  ; 
the  impudent  Varlet  can  do  any  thing  with  the  peevifh. 
old  Man.  Pr'ythee  go  look  him  out,  we'll  fet  him  to 
work  immediately. 

SHIFT. 
See  where  he  comes 


Enter  SCAPIN. 

SCAPIN. 
Worthy  Sir  I 

SHIFT. 

I  have  been  giving  my  Mafter  a  brief  Account  of  thy 
mod  noble  Qualities  :  I  told  him  thou  wert  as  valiant 
as  a  ridden  Cuckold,  fmcere  as  Whores,  honeft  as  Pimps 
in  Want. 

SCAPIN. 
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SCAP  IN. 

.  Alas,  Sir,  I  but  copy  you  :  'Tis  you  are  brave  ;  you 
fcorn  the  Gibbets,  Halters  and  Prifons  which  threaten 
you,  and  valiantly  proceed -in  Cheats  and  Robberies. 

ocr 'AVIAN. 

Oh  Scapin!  I  am  utterly  ruin'd  without  thy  Afliilance. 

SCAPIN. 
Why,  what's  the  Matter,  good  Mr.  Otfavian  ? 

ocr  AVIAN. 

My  Father  is  this  Day  arriv'd  at  Dover  with  old  Mr. 
Gripe ,  with  a  Refoiution  to  marry  me. 

SCAPIN. 
Very  well. 

ocr  AVIAN. 

Thou  knowefl  I  am  already  marry'd  :  How  will  my 
Father  refent  my  Difobedience  ?  I  am  for  ever  loft,  un- 
'  lefs  thou  canft  find  fome  means  to  reconcile  me  to  him. 

SCAPIN. 
Does  your  Father  know  of  your  Marriage  ? 

ocr  AVIAN. 

I  am  afraid  he  is  by  this  time  acquainted  with  it. 

SCAPIN. 

No  matter,  no  matter,  all  fhall  be  well ;  I  am  public- 
fpirited  :  I  love  to  help  diftrefled  young  Gentlemen  ; 
and  thank  Heaven  I  have  had  good  Succefs  enough. 

OCT  AVIAN. 

Befides,  my  prefent  Want  mult  be  confider'd ;  I  am 
in  Rebellion  without  any  Money. 
SCAPIN. 

I  have  Tricks  and  Shifts  too  to  get  that :  I  can  cheat 
upon  occafion  ;  but  cheating  is  now  grown  an  ill 
Trade  ;  yet  Heaven  be  thank  d,  there  were  never  more 
Cullies  and  Fools ;  but  the  great  Rooks  and  Cheats 
allow'd  bypubiic  Authority  ruin  fuch  little  Under-traders 
as  I  am. 

O 
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OCT 'AVIAN. 

Well,  get  thee  ftraight  about  the  Bufinefs :  Canft  thott 
make  no  ufe  of  my  Rogue  here  1 
SCAPIN. 

Yes,  I  mall  want  his  Afliftance  ;  the  Knave  has  cun- 
ning, and  may  be  ufeful. 

SHIFT. 

Ay,  Sir ;  but  like  other  wife  Men,  I  am  not  over- 
valiant :  Pray  leave  me  out  of  this  Bufinefs :  My  Fears 
will  betray  you  ;  you  mail  execute,  I'll  fit  at  home  and 
advife. 

SCAPIN. 

I  ftand  not  in  need  of  thy  Courage,  but  thy  Impu- 
dence, and  thou  haft  enough  of  that :  Come,  come, 
thou  (halt  along  :  What  Man,  iland  out  for  a  Beating  ? 
that's  the  worft  can  happen. 

SHIFT. 
Well,  well. 

Enter  CLARA. 

OCTAVIAN. 
Here  comes  my  deareft  Clara. 

CLARA. 

Ah  me,  Otfavian  !  1  hear  fad  News  :  They  fay,  your 
Father  is  return'd. 

OCTAVIAN. 

Alas!  'tis  true,  and  lam  the  moil  unfortunate  Perfon 
in  the  World  ;  but  'tis  not  my  own  Mifery  that  I  con- 
fider,  but  yours  :  How  can  you  bear  thofe  Wants  to 
which  we  mult  be  both  reduc'd  ? 

CLARA. 

Love  mall  teach  me,  that  can  make  all  Things  eafy 
to  us;  which  is  a  Sign  it  is  the  chiefeft  Good  :  But  I  have 
other  Cares.  Will  you  be  ever  conftant  ?  Shall  not  your 
Father's  Severity  conltrain  you  to  be  falfe  ? 
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OCr  AVIAN. 
Never,  my  Deareft,  never. 

CLARA. 
They  that  love  much  may  be  allow'd  fome  Fears, 

SCAPIN. 

Come,  come ;  we  have  row  no  time  to  hear  you 
fpeak  fine  tender  things  to  one  another  :  Pray  do  yo\i 
prepare  to  encounter  with  your  Father. 

CLARA. 
I  tremble  at  the  Thoughts  of  it. 

SCAP  IN. 

You  hiuft  appear  refolute  at  firftr  Tell  him  yeir 
can  live  without  troubling  him  ;  threaten  him  to  torn 
Soldier;  or,  what  will  frighten  him  worfe,  fay,  you'll 
turn  Poet.  Come,  I'll  warrant  you,  we  bring  him  t& 
Compofition. 

OC<T  AVIAN. 
What  would  I  give  twere  over  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Let  us  pra&ife  a  little  what  you  are  to  do.  Suppofe 
me  your  Father,  very  grave,  and  very  angry. 

QCr  AVIAN. 
Well. 

SCAPIN. 
Do  you  look  very  carelefly,  like  a  fin  all  Courtier  upon 

his  Country  Acquaintance;  a  little  more  furlily: 

Very  well : Now  I  come  full  of  my  Fatherly  Au- 
thority  

Q3a<vian,  thou  makeit  we  weep  to  fee  thee  ;  but  alas  ! 
they  are  not  Tears  of  Joy,  but  Tears  of  Sorrow.  Did 
ever  fo  good  a  Father  beget  fo  lewd  a  ion  ?  Nay,  but  for 
that  1  think  thy  Mother  virtuous,  I  mould  pronounce 
thou  art  not  mine  ;  A^wj-^/^-Hird,  Rogue,  Villain,  what 
a  Trick  haft  thou  play'd  me  in  my  Abfence  ?  Marry'd  ? 
Yes:  1  ut  to  whom  ?  Nay  that  thou  knoweft  not.  I'll  war- 
rant 
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rant  you  fome  Waiting-  Worn  an  corrupted  in  a  civil 
Family,  and  reduc'd  to  one  of  the  Play-houfes,  remov'd 
from  thence  by  fome  Keeping  Coxcomb,  or 

CLARA. 
Hold,  Scapin,  hold 

SCAPIN. 

No  Offence,  Lady,  I  fpeak  bat  another's  Word*. 
Thou  abominable  Rafcal,  thou  malt  not  have  a  Groat, 
not  a  Groat,  Befides,  I  will  break  all  thy  Bones  ten  times 
over  ;  get  thee  out  of  my  Houfe  -  Why,  Sir,  you 
reply  not  a  Word,  but  (land  as  bafhfully  as  a  Girl  that 
is  examin'd  by  a  Baudy  Judge  about  a  Rape. 

QCTAV1AN. 
Look,  yonder  comes  my  Father. 

SCAPIN. 

Stay,  Shift,  and  get  you  two  gone  :  let  me  alone  to 
Jmanage  the  old  Fellow.  [Ex.  Oft.  and  Clara. 

Enter  THRIFTY. 

THRIFTr. 
Was  there  ever  fuch  a  ram  Adlion  ? 

SCAPIN. 

He  has  been  informed  of  the  Bufmefs,  and  is  now  fo 
full  of  it  that  he  vents  it  to  himfelf. 


I  would  fain  hear  what  they  can  fay  for  themfelves. 

SCAPIN. 
We  are  not  unprovided.  [At  a  Dijlance* 

THRJFTr. 
Will  they  be  fo  impudent  to  deny  the  Thing  ? 

SCJPIN. 
We  never  intend  it. 


Or  will  they  endeavour  to  excufe  it  ? 

SCA- 
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SCJPIN. 
That  perhaps  we  may  do. 


But  all  fhall  be  in  vain. 

SCAPIN. 
We'll  try  that. 

THRIFTT. 
I  know  how  to  lay  that  Rogue  my  Son  fall, 

SCJP^IN. 
That  we  muft  prevent. 

THRIFTT. 

And  for  the  Tatterdemalion  Shift,  I'll  thra(h  him  td 
Death  ;  I  will  be  three  Years  a  cudgelling  him. 

SHIFT. 
I  wonder'd  he  had  forgot  me  fo  long. 

THRIFTT. 

Oh,  oh  !  Yonder  the  Rafcal  is,  that  brave  Governor  t 
he  tutor'd  my  Son  finely. 

SCAPIN. 
Sir,  I  am  overjoy'd  at  your  fafe  Return. 

THRIFTT. 

Good-morrow,  Scapin  —  Indeed  you  have  follow'd  my 
Inftru&ions  very  exadly,  my  Son  has  behav'd  himfelf 
very  prudently  in  my  Abfence,  has  he  not,  Rafcal,  has 
he  not  ?  [To  Shift. 

SC4PIN. 
I  hope  you  are  very  well. 

THRIFTS 

Very  well  -  Thou  fay  'ft  not  a  Word  Varlet,  thou 
fay'ft  not  a  Word. 

SCJPIN. 
Had  you  a  good  Voyage,  Mr.  Thrifty  ? 

THRIFTT. 

Lord,  Sir,  a  very  good  Voyage  ;  pray  give  a  Man  a 
little  leave  to  vent  his  Choler. 

SCA- 
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SCAPIN. 

Would  you  be  in  Choler,  Sir. 


Ay,  Sir,  I  would  be  in  Choler, 
SCJPIN. 
Pray  with  whom  ? 

THRIFTT. 
"With  that  confounded  Rogue  there* 

SCAPIN. 
Upon  what  Reafon  ? 


Upon  what  Reafon  ?  Haft  thou  not  heard  what  hath 
happen'd  in  my  Abfence  ? 

SCAPIN. 
I  heard  a  little  idle  Story. 

THRIFTr. 

A  little  idle  Story,  quoth-a  !  why  Man,  my  Son's  un* 
done,  my  Son's  undone. 

SCAPIN. 

Come,  come,  Things  have  not  been  well  carry'd  5 
but  I  would  advife  you  to  make  no  more  of  it. 

THRIFT?. 

Pm  not  of  your  Opinion,  I'll  make  the  whole  Town 
ring  of  it. 

SCAPIN. 

Lord,  Sir,  I  have  ftorm'd  about  this  Bufmefs  as  much  as 
you  can  do  for  your  Heart,  but  what  are  we  both  the 
better  ?  I  told  him,  indeed,  Mr.  O&awau,  you  do  not 
do  well  to  wrong  fo  good  a  Father  :  i  preached  him  three 
or  four  times  afleep,  but  all  would  not  do  ;  till  at  lait, 
when  I  had  well  examined  the  Bufmefs,  I  found  you  had 
not  fo  much  Wrong  done  you  as  vou  imagine. 

THR1FTT. 

How,  not  Wrong  done  me,  to  have  my  Son  marry'd 
without  my  Confent  to  a  Beggar  ! 

SCJ* 
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SCAP  IN. 
Alas,  he  was  ordain'd  to  it. 

THRIFTS 

That's  fine  indeed  ;  we  (hall  fteal,  cheat,  murder,  and 
fo  be  hang'd,  then  fay  we  were  ordain  'd  to  it. 

SC4PIN. 

Truly,  I  did  not  think  you  fo  fubtle  a  Philofopher  5 
I  mean,  he  was  fatally  engag'd  in  this  Affair. 


Why  did  he  engage  himfelf  ? 
S  CAP  IN. 

Very  true  indeed,  very  true  ;  but  fy  upon  you 
would  you  have  him  as  wife  as  yourfelf  ?  Young  Men  will 
have  their  Follies,  witnefs  my  Charge,  Lcavder  ;  who 
has  gone  and  thrown  away  himfelf  at  a  itranger  rate  than 
your  Son.  1  would  fain  know  if  you  were  not  once 
young  yourfelf;  yes,  I  warrant  you,  and  had  your 
Frailties. 

THRIFTT. 

Yes,  but  they  never  cod  me  any  thing  ;  a  Man  may 
be  as  frail  and  as  wicked  as  he  pleafe,  if  it  colt  him 
nothing. 

SCAPIN. 

Alas,  he  was  fo  in  love  with  the  young  Wench,  that 
if  he  had  not  had  her,  he  muft  have  certainly  hang'd 
himfelf. 

SHIFT. 

Mufi  !  why,  he  had  already  done  it,  but  that  I  came 
very  feafonably  and  cut  the  Rope. 


Didft  thou  cut  the  P^ope,  Dog  ?  I'll  murder  thee  for 
that  ;  thou  mouldft  have  let  him  hang. 

S  CAP  IN, 

Befides.  her  Kindred  furjpriz'd  him  with  her,  and  forc'd 
him  to  marrv  her. 

THRIFTS 

4 
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THRIFT!'. 

Then  mould  he  have  prefently  gone,  and  protefted 
againft  the  Violence  at  a  Notary's. 

S  CAP  IN. 
O  Lord,  Sir,  he  fcorn'd  that. 

TURIFTT. 
Then  might  I  eafily  have  difannull'd  the  Marriage. 

SCAPIN. 
Difannull  the  Marriage  ? 


Yes. 

SCAPIN. 
You  (hall  not  break  the  Marriage. 

THRIFTT. 
SJiall  not  I  break  it  ? 

SC4PIN. 
No. 


What,  A  all  not  I  claim  the  Privilege  of  a  Father,  and 
have  Satisfaction  fox  the  Violence  done  to  my  Son  ? 

S  CAP  IN. 
JTis  a  thing  he  will  never  confent  to. 


He  will  not  confent  to  ! 

SCAPIN. 

No  :  Would  you  have  him  confefs  he  was  he&or'd 
into  any  thing  ?  that  is  to  declare  himfelf  a  Coward  : 
Oh  fy,  Sir,  one  that  has  the  Honour  of  being  your  ion, 
can  never  do  fuch  a  thing. 

THRIFTT. 

Pifli,  talk  not  to  me  of  Honour;  he  (hall  do  it  or  bcj 
diiinherited. 

SCAPIN. 
Who  mail  difinhert  him  ? 

THRIFTT. 
That  will  I,  Sir. 
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SCAPIN. 

You  difmherit  him  !  very  good. 
THRIFTr. 
How  very  good  ? 

SC4PIN. 
You  mall  not  difmherit  him. 

THRIFTT. 
Shall  not  I  difmherit  him  ? 

SC4PIN. 
No. 

THRIFTS 
No! 

SCAPIN. 
No. 


Sir,  you  are  very  merry  ;  I  fhall  not  difmherit  my  Son  ? 

SCAPIN. 
No,  I  tell  you. 


Pray  who  fhall  hinder  me  ? 

SCAPIN. 
Alas,  Sir,  your  own  felf,  6ir  ;  your  own  felf. 

THRIFTS 
Imyfelf? 

SC4PIN. 
Yes,  Sir,  for  you  can  never  have  the  Heart  to  do  it. 

THRIFTT. 
You  mail  find  I  can,  Sir. 

SC4PIN. 

Come,  you  deceive  yourfelf  ;  Fatherly  AfFe&ion  mufl 
fhow  itfelf,  it  mutt,  it  mull  ;  do  not  1  know  you  were 
ever  tender-hearted  ? 


You're  miftaken,  Sir;  you're  miftaken  :  -  Pifh,  why 
do  i  ipend  my  i  ime  in  Tittle-tattle  with  this  idle  Fellow  ? 

—  Hang 
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• Hang-dog,   go  find  out   my  Rake-Hell- 

[To  Shift.'}  whilil  r  go  to  my  Brother  Gripe ,  and  inform 
him  of  my  Misfortune. 

S  CAP  IN. 

In  the  mean  time,  if  I  can  do  you  any  Service— 
THRIFTT. 

0  !  I  thank  you,  Sirj  I  thank  you—    [Exit  Thrifty. 

SHIFT. 

1  muft  confefs,   thou  art  a  brave  Fellow,  and  our 

Affairs  begin  to  be  in  a  better  Poilure but  the  Money, 

the  Money — we  are  abominable  poor,   and  my  Mafter 
has  the  lean  vigilant  Duns  that  torment  him  more  than 
an  old  Mother  does  a  poor  Gallant,  when  me  folicits  a 
Maintenance  for  her  difcarded  Daughter. 

SCAPIN. 

Your  Money  (hall  be  my  next  Care let  me  fee,  I 

want  a  Fellow  to Canft  thou  not   counterfeit   a 

roaring  Bully  ofdl/afia? — Stalk look  big very 

well.  Follow  me,  I  have  Ways  to  difguife  thy  Voice  and 
Countenance. 

SHIFT. 

Pray  take  a  little  Care  and  lay  your  Plot  fo  that  I 
may  not  ad  the  Bully  always  ;  i  would  not  be  beaten 
like  a  Bully. 

SCAPIN. 
We'll  mare  the  Danger,  we'll  fliare  the  Danger. 

[Exeunt. 


VOL.  I.  N  ACT 
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A  C  T    II.     SCENE!. 

Enter  THRIFTY  and  GRIPE. 

GRIPE. 

SIR,  what  you  tell  me  concerning  your  Son,  hatli 
flrangely  fruftrated  our  Defigns. 

THRIFTT. 

Sir,  trouble  hot  yourfelf  about  my  Son  ;  I  have  un- 
dertaken to  remove  all  Obftacles,  which  is  the  Bufmefs 
I  am  fo  vigoroufly  in  purfuit  of. 
GRIPE. 

In  Troth,  Sir,  I'll  tell  you  what  T  fay  to  you  :  The 
Education  of  Children,  after  the  getting  of  'em,  ought 
to  be  the  neareft  Concern  of  a  Father.  And  had  you 
tutur'dyour  Son  with  that  Care  and  Duty  incumbent  on 
you,  he  never  could  fo  ilightly  have  forfeited  his. 

THRIFTT. 

Sir,  to  return  you  a  Sentence  for  your  Sen  fence  :  Thofe 
that  are  fo  quick  to  cenfure  and  condemn  the  Conduct  of 
others,  ought  firfl  to  take  care  that  all  be  well  at  home. 

GRIPE. 

Why,  Mr.  Thrifty,  have  you  heard  any  thing  con- 
cerning my  Son  ? 


It  may  be  I  have  ;    and   it  may  be  worfe  than  of 
my  own. 

GRIPE. 

What  is't  I  pray  ?  my  Son  ! 

THRIFTT. 
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THRIFTr. 

Even  your  own  Scapin  to'd  it  me,  and  you  may  hear 
it  from  him  or  fbmebody  eife  :  For  my  part,  I  am  your 
Friend,  and  would  not  willingly  be  the  iVJeffenger  of  ill 
News  to  one  that  I  think  fo  to  me.  Your  Servant :  I 
muft  haften  to  my  Couniel,  and  advife  what's  to  be  done 
in  this  Cafe.  God  be  with  you  till  J  fee  you  again. 

[Exit  Thrifty. 
GRIPE. 

Worfe  than  his  Son  !  For  my  part  I  cannot  imagine 
how  ;  for  a  Son  to  marry  impudently  without  the  Lon- 
fent  of  his  Father,  is  as  great  an  Offence  as  can  be  ima- 
gin'd,  I  take  it :  But  yonder  he  comes. 

Enter  L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

LEANDER. 

Oh  my  dear  Father,  how  joyful  am  I  to  fee  you 
fafely  return'd !  Welcome,  as  the  Bleifing  which  I  am 
now  craving  will  be. 

GRIPE. 

Not  fo  fatt,  Friend  a'inine  ;  foft  and  fair  goes  far, 
Sir.  You  are  my  Son,  as  I  take  it. 

LEANDER. 
What  d'ye  mean,  Sir  ? 

.     GRIPE. 
Stand  ftill,  and  let  me  look  in  thy  Face. 

LEANDER. 
How  muft  I  ftand,  Sir  ? 

GRIPE. 
Look  upon  me  with  both  Eyes. 

LEANDER. 
Well,  Sir,  I  do. 

GRIPE. 
What's  the  meaning  of  this  Report? 

LEANDER. 
Report,  Sir  ? 

N  2  GRIPE. 
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GRIPE. 

^  Yes,  Report,  Sir  !  I  fpeak  Englijh,  as  I  take  it :  What 
is't  that  you  have  done  in  my  Abfence  ? 

LEANDER. 
What  is't,  Sir,  which  you  would  have  had  me  done  ? 

GRIPE. 

I  do  not  afk  you,  what  I  would  have  had  you  done  ; 
but  what  have  you  done  ? 

LEANDER 

Who  I,  Sir  ?  why  I  have  done  nothing  at  all,  not  I, 
Sir, 

GRIPE. 
Nothing  at  all  ? 

LEANDER. 
No,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 
You  have  no  Impudence  to  fpeak  on. 

LEANDER. 

Sir,  I  have  the  Confidence  that  becomes  a  Man  and 
my  Innocence. 

GRIPE. 

Very  well ;  but  Scapin,  d'ye  mark  me,  young  Man, 
Scapin  has  told  me  fome  Tales  ofyour  Behaviour. 

LEANDER. 
Scapin  ! 

GRIPE. 

Oh  have  I  caught  you  ?  that  Name  makes  ye  blufh, 
does  it  ?  'Tis  well  you  have  fome  Grace  left. 

LEANDER. 
Has  he  faid  any  thing  concerning  me  ? 

GRIPE. 

That  mall  be  examined  anon  :   In  the  mean  while  get 
you  home,  d'ye  hear,  and  flay  tiil  my  Return  j  but  look 

to't, 
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to't,  if  thou  hail  done  any  thing  to  difhonour  me,  never 
think  to  come  within  rny  Doors,  or  fee  my  Face  more  ; 
but  expect  to  be  as  miferable  as  thy  Folly  and  Poverty 
can  make  thee.  [Exit  Gripe. 

LEANDER. 

Very  fine  :  I  am  in  a  hopeful  Condition  :  This  Rafcal 
has  betrsy'd  my  Marriage,  and  undone  me  :.  Now  there 
is  ro  way  left  but  to  turn  Outlaw,  and  live  by  Rapine  ; 
and  to  fet  my  Hand  in,  the  firil  thing  fhall  be  to  cut  the 
']  hroat  of  that  perfidious  Fick- thank  Dog  that  has 
ruia'd  me. 

Enter  O  c  T  A  v  i  A  N    and  SCAPIN. 

OCr  AVIAN. 

Dear  Scapin,  how  infinitely  am- 1  oblig'd.  to  thee  for 
thy  Care  ! 

LEANDER, 

Yonder  he  comes :  I'm  overjoy'd  to  fee  you,  good 
Mr.  Dog ! 

SCAPIN. 
Sir,  your  moft  humble  Servant,  you  honour  me  too  far,, 

LEANDER. 
You  aft  an  ill  Fool's  Part ;  but  I  fhall  teach  you. 

SCAPIN.   k 
Sir? 

QCTAVIAN. 
Hold,  Leander. 

LEANDER. 

No,  Offavian,  I'll  make  him  confefs  the  Treachery  he 
has  committed  ;  yes,  Varlet,  Dog,  I  know  the  Trick  you 
have  play'd  me  :  you  thought  perhaps  nobody  would 
have  told  me.  But  I'll  make  you  confefs  it,  or  I'll  run 
my  Sword  into  your  Guts. 

SCAPIN. 

Oh  Sir,  Sir,  would  you  have  the  Heart  to  do  fuch  a 
thing  ?  have  I  done  you  any  Injury,  bir  ? 

N  3  LEAN- 
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LEANDER. 

Yes,  Pafcal,  that  you  have,  and  I'll  make  .you  own  it 
top,  or  I'll  fwinge  it  out  of  your  already  tann'd  thick 
illdc-  [Seats  him. 

SCAPIN. 

The  Devil's  in't.     Lord,  Sir,  what  d'ye  mean  ?  Nay, 
good  Mr.  Leander,   pray  Mr.  Meander  ;   Squire  Leander 
•As  I  hope  to  be  fav'd 

OCTAVIAN. 

Prithee  be  quiet;  forfhame;  enough.     [Literpofetb. 
SCAPIN. 

Well,  Sir,  I  confefs  indeed  that 

LEANDER. 
What !  fpeak,  Rogue. 

SCAPIN. 

About  two  Months  ago  you  may  remember,  a  Maid- 
fervant  dy'd  in  the  Houie 

LEANDER. 

What  of  all  that  ? 

SCAPIN. 
IN  ay,  Sir,  if  I  confefs,  you  muft  not  be  angry. 

LEANDER. 
Well,  go  on. 

SCAPIN. 

'Twas  faid  me  dy'd  for  love  of  me,  Sir :  But  let  that 
pafs. 

LEANDER. 
Death,  you  trifling  Buffoon. 

SCAPIN. 

About  a  Week  after  her  Death,  I  dreft  up  myfelf  like 
her  Ghoft,  and  went  into  Madam  Lucia,  your  Miftrefs's 
Chamber,  where  (he  lay  half  in,  half  out  of  Bed,  with 
her  Woman  by  her,  reading  an  ungodly  Play-Book. 

LEAN- 
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LEANDER 
And  was  it  your  impudence  did  that? 

S  CAP  IN. 

They  both  believe  it  was  a  Ghoft  to  this  Flout :  But  it 
was  myfelf  play'd  the  Goblin,  to  frighten  h^r  from  the 
f:urvy  Cullom  of  lying  awake  at  thofe  uafeafonable 
I  lours,  hearing  filthy  Plays,  when  ihe  had  never- faid  her 
1'rayers. 

LEANDER. 

I  fli all  remember  you  for  all  in  time  and  place :  But 
come  to  the  Point,  and  tell  me  what  thou  haft  faid  to 
my  Father. 

S  CAP  IN, 

To  your  Father  ?  I  have  not  fo  much  as  feen  him 
fmce  his  Return,  and  if  you'd  a(k  him  he'll  tell  you  fo 
himfelf. 

LEANDER. 

Yes,  he  told  me  himfelf,  and  told  me  all  that  thou  haft 
faid  to  him. 

SCAPIN. 

With  your  good  Leave,  cir,  then  he  ly'd  ;  I  beg  your 
Pardon,  I  mean  he  was  miflaken. 

Enter  SLY. 

sir. 

Oh,  Sir,  I  bring  you  the  moil  unhappy  News* 

L  BANDER. 
What's  the  matter  ? 

SIT. 

Your  Miftrefs,  Sir,  is  yonder  arrefted  in  an  Action  of 
two  hundred  Pounds.  They  fay  'tis  a  Debt  me  left  unpaid 
at  London,  in  the  hafle  of  her  Efcape  hither  to  Dover ; 
and  if  you  don't  raife  Money  within  thefe  two  Hours 
to  difcharge  her,  (he'll  be  hurry'd  to  Prifon. 

N4  LEAN- 
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LEANDER. 
Within  thefc  two  Hours  r 

sir.  ' 

Yes,  Sir,  within  thefe  two  Hours. 

LEAND  ER. 
Ah,  my  poor  Scapin,  i  want  thy  AMance. 

[Scapin  walks  about  Jurlily t 
SCAP.IN. 

Ah,  my  ^Q^rScapin  !  Now  I'm  }'our  poor  Scapin,  now 
you've  need  of  me. 

LEANDER. 

No  more  :  I  pardon  thee  all  that  thou  haft  done,  and 
worfe  if  thou  art  guilty  of  it. 

SCAPIN. 

No,  no,  never  pardon  me ;    run  your  Sword  in  my 
Guts,  you'll  do  better  to  murder  me. 

LEANDER. 

For  HeavVs  Sake,  think  no  more  upon  that,  but  fludy 
now  to  allift  me. 

OCTAFIAN. 
You  mult  do  fomething  for  him. 

SCAPIN. 
Yes,  to  have  my  Bones  broken  for  my  Pains. 

LEANDER. 
Would  you  leave  me,  Scapin,  in  this  fevere  Extremity  ? 

SCAPIN. 
To  put  fuch  an  Affront  upon  me  as  you  did. 

LEANDER. 
I  wrongM  thee,  ]  confefs. 

SCAPIN. 

To  ufe  me  like  a  Scoundrel,  a  Villain,  a  Rafcal,  to 
threaten  to  run  your  Sword  in  my  Guts. 

LEANDER. 

I  cry  thy  Mercy  with  all  my  Heart ;  and  if  thou  wilt 
have  me  throw  myfeif  at  thy  feet,  I'll  do't 

QCTA. 


<fbe  CHEATS  of  S  c  AP  IN.       273 
QCTAVIAN. 

Faith,  Scaptan,  you  muit,  you  cannot  but  yield. 

SCAP  IN. 

Well  then  :  But  d'ye  mark  me,  Sir,  another  time 
better  Words,  and  gentler  Blows. 

LEAND^ER. 
Will  you  promife  to  mind  my  Bufinefs  ? 

SCAP  IN. 
As  I  fee  convenient,  care  fhall  be  taken. 

LEANDER. 
But  the  Time  you  know  is  fhort. 

SCAP  IN. 

Pray,  Sir,  don't  be  fo  troublefome :  How  much  Money 
is't  you  want  ? 

LE  ANDER. 
Two  hundred  Pounds 

SCAPIN. 
And  you  ? 

QCr  AVIAN. 
As  much. 

SCAPIN,  [ToLeander. 

No  more  to  be  faid  ;  it  mall  be  done  :  for  you  the 
Contrivance  is  laid  already  ;  and  for  your  Father,  tho'  he 
be  covetous  to  the  lall  degree,  yet,  thanks  be  toHeav'n, 
he's  but  a  mallow  Perfon,  his  Parts  are  not  extraordinary : 
Do  not  take  it  ill,  Sir,  for  you  have  no  Kefemblance  of 
him,  but  that  y'are  very  like  him.  Begone  ;  1  fee  O3a- 
vian's  Father  coming,  I'll  begin  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Oft.  WLeand. 

Enter  T  H  R  i  F  T  Y  . 

Here  he  comes,  mumbling  and  chewing  the  Cud,  to 
prove  himfelf  a  clean  Dealt. 

N  5 
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THRIFTr. 

Oh,  audacious  Boy,  to  commit  fo  infolent  a  Crime, 
and  plunge  himfelf  in  fuch  a  Mifchief  ! 

SC  APIN. 
Sir,  your  humble  Servant. 

THRIFTr. 
How  do  you,  Scapin  ? 

S  C  AP  IN. 
What,  you  are  ruminating  on  your  Son's  ram  Actions  I 

THRIFTr. 
Have  I  not  Reafon  to  be  troubled  ? 

S  CAP  IN. 

The  Life  of  Man  is  full  of  Troubles,  that's  the  Truth 
on't  :  But  your  Philofopher  is  always  prepar'd.  I  re- 
member an  excellent  Proverb  of  the  Ancients,  very  fit 
for  your  Cafe. 


What's  that  ? 

SCAPIN. 
Fray,  mind  it,  'twill  do  ye  a  World  of  good* 

THRIFTS 
What  is't,  I  afk  you  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Why,  when  the  Mailer  of  a  Family  fhall  be  abfent  any 
confiderable  tirne  from  his  Home  or  Man-fion,  he  ought 
rationally,  gravely,  wifely,  and  philofophically,  to  revolve 
within  his  Mind  all  the  concurrent  Circumftances,  that 
may,  during  the  Interval,  confpire  to  the  Conjunction  of 
thole  Misfortunes  and  tfbublefome  Accidents  that  may  in- 
tervene upon  the  faid  Abfence,  and  the  Interruption  of 
his  Oeconomical  Infpeclion,  into  the  RemifTnefs,  Negli- 
gencies,  Frailties,  and  huge  and  perilous  Errors,  which 
his  Subftitutes,  Servants,  or  Truftees,  may  be  capable 
of,  or  liable  and  obnoxious  unto  ;  which  may  arife  from 

the 
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the  Imperfection  andCorruptnefs  of  ingenerated  Natures, 
or  the  Taint  and  Contagion  of  corrupted  Education, 
whereby  the  Fountain-head  of  Man's  Difpoli  don  becomes 
muddy,  and  all  the  Streams  of  his  Manners  and  Con- 
verfation  run  confequently  defil'd  and  impure  :  Thefe 
Things  premis'd,  and  fore-conlider'd,  arm  the  faid  pru- 
dent rhftofophicsil Pater- Famitias,  to  find  his  Houfe  laid 
wafte,  Ids  Wife  murder'd,  his  Daughters  deflower'd,  his 
Sons  hang'd  : 

Cum  multis  aliis  qua  nunc  prefcrilere  longum  eft, 
and  to  thank  Heaven  'tis  no  worfe  too.  D'ye  mark,  Sir  ? 

THRIFTT. 

S'death  !  Is  all  this  a  Proverb  ? 
SCJPIN. 

Ay,  and  the  beft  Proverb,  and  the  wifeft  in  the  World. 
Good  Sir,  get  it  by  Heart :  Twill  do  ye  the  greateft 
Good  imaginable  ;  and  don't  trouble  yourfelf :  I'll  re- 
peat it  to  you  till  you  have  gotten  it  by  Heart. 

THRIFTT. 
No,  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I'll  have  none  on't. 

SCJPIN. 

Pray  do,  you'll  like  it  better  next  time;  hear  it  once: 
more,  1  fay vv  hsn  the  Matter  of  a 

THRIFTT. 

Hold,  hold,  I  have  better  Thoughts  of  my  own  j  Pat 
going  to  my  Lawyer  ;  i '11  null  the"  Marriage. 

SCJPIN. 

GoingtoLaw!  Are  you  mad  to  venture  yourfelf  among 
Lawyers  ?  Do  ye  not  fee  every  Day  how  the  Spunges 
fuck  poor  Clients,  and  with  a  Company  of  foolifn,  npn- 
fenfical  Terms,  and  knavifli  Tricks,  undo  the  Nation  ? 
No,  you.  (hall  take  another  way. 

N6  VHRJFFX. 
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r#x/Frr. 

You  have  Reafon,  if  there  were  any  other  way. 


Come,  I  have  found  one.  The  Truth  is,  I  have  a  great 
Companion  for  your  Grief;  I  cannot,  when  I  fee  tender 
Fathers  affiicted  for  their  Sons  Mifcarriages,  but  have 
Bowels  for  'em  ;  1  have  much  ado  to  refrain  weeping 
for  you. 


Truly  my  Cafe  is  fad,  very  fad. 
SCAP  IN. 

So  it  is  ;  Tears  will  buril  out  j  I  have  a  great  Refpeft 
for  your  Perfon.  [Counterfeits  weeping. 

THRIFT!*. 

Thank  you  with  all  my  Heart;  in  troth  we  mould 
have  a  Fellow-feeling. 

SCAPIN. 

Ay,  fo  we  mould  ;  I  allure  you  there  is  not  a  Perfon 
in  the  World  whom  I  refpeft  more  than  the  noble  Mr. 
Thrifty. 

THRIFTT. 

Thou  art  honeft,  Scapin.     Ha'done,  ha'done. 

SC4P  IN. 
Sir,  your  moll  humble  Servant. 

THRIFTT. 
But  what  is  your  Way  r 

SCAPIN. 

Why,  in  brief,  I  have  been  with  the  Brother  of  her 
whom  your  wicked  £>on  has  married. 

THRIFTT. 
What  is  he? 

SCAP  IN. 

A  moft  outrageous  roaring  Fellow,  with  a  down-hang- 
ing Look,  contracted  Brow,  with  a  Ivvell'd  red  Face  en- 

flamed 
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flamed  with  Brandy  ;  one  that  frowns,  puffs,  and  looks 
big  at  all  Mankind,  roars  out  Oaths,  and  bellows  out 
Curfes  enough  in  a  Day  to  ferve  a  Garrifon  a  Week  ; 
bred  up  in  Blood  and  Rapine,  ufed  to  Slaughter  from  his 
Youth  upwards ;  one  that  makes  no  more  Confcience 
of  killing  a  Man,  than  cracking  of  a  Lou fe;  he  has 
killed  ^ixteen  :  Four  for  taking  the  Wall  of  him,  Five  for 
looking  too  big  upon  him,  Two  he  mot  pifTing  againft 
the  Wall :  In  Ihort,  he  is  the  moil  dreadful  of  all  the 
Kace  of  Bullies. 

THRIFTT. 

Heaven  !  How  do  I  tremble  at  the  Defcription  ?  But 
what's  this  to  my  Buiinefs  ? 

SC  APIN. 

Why,  he  (as  moil  Bullies  are)  is  in  want,  and  I  have 
brought  him,  by  threatning  him  with  all  the  Courfes  of 
Law,  all  the  Affiftance  of  your  Friends,  and  your  great 
Purfe,  (in  which  1  ventur'd  my  Life  ten  times,  for  fo 
often  he  drew  and  run  at  me)  yet,  I  fay,  at  lail  I  have 
made  him  hearken  to  a  Compofition,  and  to  null  the 
Marriage  for  a  Sum  of  Money. 

THRIFTT. 

Thanks,  dear  Scapin  ;  but  what  Sum  ? 
SCAPIN. 

Faith  he  was  damnably  unreafonable  at  firft,  and  'gad 
I  told  him  fo  very  roundly. 

THRIFT}'. 

A  Pox  on  him,  what  did  he  a'k  ? 

SCAPIN. 
Afk  ?  Hang  him,  why  he  afk'd  five  hundred  Pounds. 

THRIFTT. 
'Ouns  and  Heart,  five  hundred  Pounds !  five  hundred 

Devils  take  him and  fry  and  fricafTee  the   Dog; 

does  he  take  me  for  a  Mad-man  ? 

SCAPIN. 


278       'The  CHEATS  of  S  c  AP  IK. 

SCJPIN. 

Why  fo  I  faid  ;  and  after  much  Argument  I  brought 
him  to  this  :  Damme,  fays  he,  1  am  going  to  the  Army, 
and  I  muft  have  two  good  Horfes  for  myfelf,  for  fear  one 
fhould  die  j  and  thofe  will  coil  at  leafl  threefcore  Guineas. 

THRIFTS 

Hang  him,  Rogue  !  why  fhould  he  have  two  Horfes  ? 
But  I  care  not  if  1  give  threefcore  Guineas  to  be  rid  of 
this  Affair. 

SCAPIN. 

Then,  fays  he,  my  Piftols,  Saddle,  Horie-Cloth,  and 
all,  will  coil  twenty  more. 

' 


\Vhy  that's  Fourfcore. 
' 


Well  reckon'd  :  'Faith  this  Arithmetic  is  a  fine  Art. 
Then  1  muft  have  one  for  my  Boy  will  coft  twenty  more. 


Oh  the  Devil  !  confounded  Dog  !  let  him  go   and 
be  damn'd,  I'll  give  him  nothing. 
SCAPIN. 
Sir. 


Not  a  Sous,  damn'd  Rafcal,  let  him  turn  Foot-Sol  Jier 
and  be  hzmg'd. 

SCAPIN. 

He  has  a  Man  befides  ;  would  you  have  him   go 
afoot  ? 


Ay,  and  his  Mailer  too,  I'll  have  nothing  to  do  with 
him. 

S  CAP  IN. 

Well,  you  are  refolv'd  to  fpend  twice  as  much  at 
Dolors-Commons,  you  are  j  you  will  ftand  out  for  inch 
a  Sum  as  this,  do. 

IF7'r. 


CHEATS  0/ScApiN.         279 

THRIFTY. 

Oh  damn'd   unconfcionable  Rafcal !  well,  if  it  muft 
be  fo,  let  him  have  the  other  twenty. 

SCAPIN. 

Twenty  !  why  it  comes  to  forty. 
THRIFTY. 

No,  I'll  have  nothing  to  do  in  it.  Oh,  a  covetous 
Rogue  !  I  wonder  he  is  not  afham'd  to  be  fo  covetous. 

SCAPIN. 

Why  this  is  nothing  to  the  Charge  at  Dolors-Com- 
mons ;  and  tho'  her  Brother  has  no  Money,  (he  has  an 
Uncle  able  to  defend  her. 

THRIFTr. 

O  eternal  Rogue !  well  I  muft  do't,  the  Devil's  in 
him,  1  think ! 

SCAPIN. 

Then,  fays  he,  I  mufl  carry  into  France  Money  to 
buy  a  Mule,  to  carry —  •• 

THRIFTr. 

Let  him  go  to  the  Devil  with  his  Mule,  I'll  appeal 
to  the  Judges. 

SCAPIN. 
Nay,  good  Sir,  think  a  little, 

THRIFTS 
No,  I'll  do  nothing. 

SCAPIN. 
Sir,  Sir,  but  one  little  Mule  ? 

THRIFTr. 
No,  not  fo  much  as  an  Afs ! 

SCAPIN. 
Confider. 

THRIFTr. 
I  will  not  confider,  I'll  go  to  Law- 

SCAPItf. 
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SCAPIN. 

I  am  fure  if  you  go  to  i  aw,  you  do  not  confider  the 
Appeals,  Degrees  of  Jurifdiccion,  the  intricate  Proceed- 
ings, the  Knaveries,  the  L  raving  of  fo  many  ravenous 
Animals  that  will  prey  upon  you,  villainous  Harpies  ! 
Promoters,  Tipftaves,  and  the  like  ;  none  of  which  but 
will  puff  away  the  cleareft  Right  in  the  World  for  a 
Bribe.  On  the  other  Side,  the  Proclor  mall  fide  with 
your  Adverfary,  and  fell  your  Caufe  for  ready  Money  : 
Your  Advocate  mail  be  gain'd  the  fame  way,  and  fhall 
not  be  found  when  your  c  aufe  is  to  be  heard.  Law  is 
a  Torment  of  all  Torments, 

THRIFTT. 

That's  true  :  Why,  what  does  the  damn'd  Rogue 
reckon  for  his  Mule  ? 

SCAP  IN. 

Why,  for  Horfes,  Furniture,  Mule,  and  to  pay  fome 
Scores  that  are  due  to  his  Landlady,  he  demands,  and 
will  have,  Two  hundred  Pounds. 

THRIFTr. 
Come,  come,  let's  go  to  Law. 

[Thrifty  walks  up  and  down  in  a  great  Heat, 
SCAPIN. 

Do  but  reflect  upon 

THRIFTT. 
I'll  go  to  Law. 

SCAPIN. 
Do  not  plunge  yourfelf. 

THRIFFT. 
To  Law,  I  tell  you. 

SCAPIN. 

Why,  there's  for  Procuration,  Prefentation,  Coimfcls, 
Productions,  Prodtors,  Attendance,  and  fcribling  vati: 
Volumes  of  Interrogatories,  Depofitions,  and  Articles, 

Con- 
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Confultations  and  Pleadings  ofDo£>ors,  for  the  Regiiter, 

Subititute,    Judgments,   Signings 'Xpedition-Fees, 

befides  the  vail  Prefents  to  them  and  their  Wives. 
Hang't,  the  Fellow  is  out  of  Employment,  give  him  the 
iVJoney,  give  him  it,  I  fay. 

THRIFTT. 

What,  Two  hundred  Pounds ! 

SCAP1N. 

Ay,  ay,  why  you'll  gain  one  hundred  and  fifty  Pounds 
by  it,  I  have  fuinrn'd  it  up ;  1  fay,  give  it  him,  I'faith  do. 

THRIFTT. 

What,  Two  hundred  Pounds  ! 
SCAPIN. 

Ay ;  befides  you  ne'er  think  how  they'll  rail  at  you 
in  Pleading,  tell  all  your  Fornications,  Baftardings,  and 
Commuting^  in  their  Courts 

THRIFTT. 

I  defy  'cm  ;  let  'em  tell  of  my  Whoring,  'tis  the 
Fafhion. 

SC4PIN. 
Peace  ;  here's  the  L'rother. 

THRIFTT. 
O  Heaven  !  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Enter  SHIFT  difguis^d  like  a  Bully. 

SHIFT. 

Damme,  where's  this  confounded  Dog,  this  Father  of 
Qftavian  ?  Null  the  Marriage  !  By  all  the  Honour  of 
my  Anceftors  I'll  chine  the  Villain. 

THRIFTT. 

Oh,  oh  !  [Hides  bimfelf  behind  Scapin. 

SCAPIN. 

He  cares  not,  Sir,  he'll  not  give  the  two  hundred 
Pounds. 

SHIFT. 
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SHIFT. 

By  Heav'n,  he  mall  be  Worms-meat  within  thcfe  two 
Hours. 

SCAP  I  N. 
Sir,  he  has  Courage,  and  fears  you  not. 

THRIFTT. 
You  lie,  I  have  not  Courage,  I  do  fear  him  mortally. 

SHIFT. 

^  He  !  he !  he  !  Ounds  he  '  would  all  his  Family  were  in 
him,  I'd  cut  off  Root  and  Branch  :  Dishonour  my  6iitcr  ! 
This  in  his  Guts :  What  Fellow's  that  r  ha  ! 

SCAPIN. 

Not  he,  Sir. 

SHIFT. 
Nor  none  of  his  Friends  ? 

THRIFTT. 
No,  Sir :  Hang  him,  1  am  his  mortal  Enemy. 

SHIFT. 
Art  thou  the  Encmv  of  that  Rafcal  ?  • 

T'HRIFTT. 

Oh !  ay,  hang  him— Oh  damn'd  Bully  !  \AJide. 

SHIFT. 

Give  me  thy  Hand,  old  Boy,  the  next  Sun  mall  not 
fee  the  impudent  Rafcal  alive. 

SCAPIN. 
He'll  mufter  up  all  his  Relations  againft  you. 

THRIFTT. 
Do  no  provoke  him,  Scaj-in. 

SHIFT. 
Would  they  were  all  here:  Hah!  hah!  hah! 

\Hc  Joyns  e-~vcry  way  'with  his  SworeF. 
Here  I  had  one  thro'  the  !-ungs,  there  another  into  the 
Heart:  Ha!  there  another  into  the  Guts  :  Ah,  Rogues! 
there  1  was  with  you  :  Hah  I— —hah  I 

SCAPlfr. 
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SCAP  IN. 
Hold,  Sir,  we  are  none  of  your  Enemies, 

SHIFT. 

No,  but  I  will  find  the  Villains  out  while  my  Blood 
is  up  ;  1  will  deftroy  the  whole  Family.  Ha,  ha,  —  hah  ! 

[Exit  Shift, 


Here,  Scapin,  I  have  two  hundred  Guineas  about  me, 
take  'em.  No  more  to  be  faid.  Let  me  never  fee  his 
Face  again  ;  take  'em,  I  fay  :  This  is  the  Devil. 

SCAPIN. 
Will  you  not  give  'em  him  yourfelf  ? 

THRIFTT. 

No,  no  !  I  will  never  fee  him  more  :  I  mall  not  reco- 
ver this  thefe  three  Months.  See  the  Bufmefs  done. 
I  truftin  thee,  honeft  Scapin  :  \  mu  a  repofe  fomewhere  : 
I  am  mightily  out  of  order  -  A  Plague  on  all  lilies 
I  fay.  [Exit  Thrift}-  . 

SCAPIN. 

So,  there's  one  difpatch'd  ;  '  muft  now  find  out  Gripe  ; 
He's  here  ;  haw  Heav'n  brings  'em  into  my  Nets  OHQ 
after  another  ! 

Enter  GRIPE. 

SCAPIN. 

OhHeav'n!  unlook'd-for  Misfortune;  poor  Mr.  Gripet 
what  wilt  thou  do  ?  [Walks  about  dijlrattedly. 

GRIPE. 
What's  that  he  fays  of  me  ? 


Is  there  nobody  can  tell  me  News  of  Mr.  Gripe  ? 

GRIPE. 
Who's  there  ?  Scapin  ! 

SCAPIN. 
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SCJP1N. 

How  I  run  up  and  down  to  iind  him  to  no  purpofe  ! 
Oh  !  Sir,  is  there  no  w;;y  to  hear  of  'Air.  Gripe  ? 
GRIPE 

Art  thou  blind  ?  !  have  been  juil  under  thy  Nofe  this 
Hour. 

SC4P1N. 

GRIPE. 

What's  the  matter  ? 

SCAPIN. 
Ch  !  Sir,  your  Son 

GRIPE. 

Ha,  my  Son 

SCJPIN. 
Is  fallen  into  the  ftrangert  Misfortune  in  the  World. 

GRIPE. 
What  is't  ? 

SCAPIN. 

I  met  him  awhile  ago,  diforder'd  for  fomething  you 
had  faid  to  him,  wherein  you  very  idly  made  ufe  of  my 
Name.  And  feeking  to  divert  his  Melancholy,  we  went 
to  walk  upon  the  Pier  :  Amongft  other  things,  he  took 
particular  Notice  of  a  new  Capei  in  her  full  Trim  :  The 
Captain  invited  us  aboard,  and  gave  us  the  handfomeft 
Collation  I  ever  met  with. 

GRIPE. 
Well,  and  where's  the  Difailer  of  all  this  ? 

SCJPIN. 

While  we  were  eating,  he  put  to  Sea  ;  and  when  we 
were  a  good  Diftance  from  the  Shore,  he  difcover'd  him- 
felf  to  be  an  Englifo  Renegade  that  was  entertain'd  in 
the  Dutch  tervice,  and  fent  me  off  in  his  Long-boat 
to  tell  you,  That  if  you  don't  forthwith  fend  him  two 

hundred 
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hundred  Pounds,  he'll  carry  away  your  Son  Prifoner  : 
Nay,  for  ought  I  know,  he  may  carry  him  a  Slave  to 
Al fieri, 

GRIPE. 

Kow,  in  the  Devil's  Name  ?  Two  hundred  Pounds ! 

SCAPIN. 

Yes,  Sir  ;  and  more  than  that,  he  has  allow'd  me  but 
two  Hours  time  ;  you  muft  advife  quickly  what  Courfe 
to  take  to  fave  an  only  Son. 

GRIPE 

What  a  Devil  had  he  to  do  a  Shipboard  ? Run 

quickly,    Scapin,    and    tell    the  Villain,  I'll  fend  my 
Lord  ^  hief-juftice's  Warrant  after  him. 

SCAPIN. 

O  law  !  his  Warrant  in  the  open  Sea :  d'ye  think  Pi- 
rates are  Fools  ? 

GRIPE. 
I'th' Devil's  Name,  what  Buiinefs  had  he  a  Shipboard  ? 

SC4PIN. 

There  is  an  unlucky  Fate  that  often  hurries  Men  to 
Mifchief,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 

Scapin,  thou  muft  now  ac\  the  Part  of  a  faithful  Ser- 
vant. 

SCAPIN. 
As  how,  Sir  ? 

GRIPE. 

Thou  muft  go  bid  the  Pirate  fend  me  my  Son,  and  flay 
as  a  Pledge  in  his  room,  till  1  can  raife  the  Money. 

SCAPIN. 

Alas,  Sir,  think  you  the  Captain  has  fo  little  Wit  as 
to  accept  of  fuch  a  poor  rafcally  Fellow  as  1  am  inftead 
of  your  Son  ? 

GRIPE. 
What  a  Devil  did  he  do  a  Shipboard  ? 

SCA- 
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SCAPIN. 

D'ye  remember,  Sir,  that  you  have  but  two  Hours 
time  ? 

GRIPE. 

Thou  fay'ft  he  demands 

SCAPIN. 
Two  hundred  Pounds. 

GRIPE. 
Two  hundred  Pounds !  Has  the  Fellow  no  Conference  r 

SCAPIN. 

O  law  !  the  Confcience  of  a  Pirate  !  why  very  few 
lawful  Captains  have  any. 

GRIPE. 

Has  he  no  Reafon  neither  J?  Does  he  know  what  the 
Sum  Two  hundred  Pound  is  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Yes,  Sir ;  Tarpawlins  are  a  fort  of  People  that  un- 
derftand  Money,  tho'  they  have  no  great  Acquaintance 
with  Senfe.  But  for  Heav'n's  Sake  difpatch. 

GRIPE. 
Here,  take  the  Key  of  my  Compting-Houfe. 

SCAPIN. 
So. 

GRIPE. 
And  open  it. 

SCAPIN. 
Very  good. 

GRiffE, 

In  the  Left-hand  Window  lies  the  Key  of  my  Garret ; 
go  take  all  the  Clothes  that  are  in  the  great  Cheft,  and 
fell  'em  to  the  Brokers  to  redeem  my  Son. 

SCAPIN. 

Sir,  y'are  mad  ;  I  (han't  get  fifty  Shillings  for  all  that's 
there,  and  you  know  how  1  am  ilraitned  for  Time. 

GRIPS. 
5 
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GRIPE. 

What  a  Devil  did  he  do  a  Shipboard  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Let  Shipboard  alone,  and  ccnfider,  Sir,  your  Son. 
But  Heaven  is  my  Witnefs,  I  ha'  done  for  him  as  much 
as  was  poffible,  and  if  he  be  not  redeem'd,  he  may  thank 
his  Father's  Kindnefs, 

GRIPE. 

Well,  Sir,  I'll  go  fee  if  I  can  raife  the  Money.  Was 
it  not  Ninefcore  Founds  you  fpoke  of? 

SCAP  IN. 
No,  Two  hundred  Pounds. 

GRIPE. 
What,  Two  hundred  Pounds  Dutch,  ha? 

SCAP  IN. 

No,  Sir,  I  mean  Englijh  Money, Two  hundred  Pounds 
Sterling. 

GRIPE. 

I'th'  Devil's  Name,  whatBufinefs  had  he  a  Shipboard  ? 
Confounded  Shipboard  ! 

S  CAP  IN. 
This  Shipboard  flicks  in  his  Stomach. 

G  R  I P  E. 

Hold,  Scapin,  T  remember  I  receiv'd  the  very  Sum 
juil  now  in  Gold,  but  did  not  think  I  fhould  have  parted 
with  it  fo  foon. 

\Heprefents  Scapin  his  Purfe,  but  will  not  let  it  go  ; 
and  in  his  Tranfportments,  pulls  his  Arm  to  and 
fro,  twhilft  Scapin  reaches  at  it. 

SCAPIN. 

Ay,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 

But  tell  the  Captain,  he  is  a  Son  of  a  Who;e. 
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SC  AP  IN. 
Yes,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 
A  Pogbolt. 

SCAP1N. 
I  (hall,  Sir. 

G  £//>£. 

A  Thief,  a  Robber,  and  that  he  forces  me  to  pay  him 
Two  hundred  Pounds  contrary  to  all  Law  or  Equity. 

S  CAP  IN. 
Nay,  let  me  alone  with  him. 

GRIPE. 
That  1  will  never  forgive  him,  dead  or  alive. 

SCAP  IN. 
Very  good. 

GRIPE. 

And  that  if  ever  I  light  on  him,  I'll  murder  him  pri- 
vately, and  feed  Dogs  with  him. 

\_He  puts  up  bis  Purfs,  and  is  going  away. 

SCAPIN. 
Right,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 
Now  make  hade,  and  go  redeem  my  Son. 

SCAPIN. 
Ay,  but  d'ye  hear,  Sir  ?   W  here's  the  Money  ? 

GRIPE. 
Did  I  not  give  it  thte  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Indeed,  Sir,  you  made  me  believe  you  would,  but 
you  forgot,  and  put  it  up  in  your  i'ocket  again. 
GRIPE. 

I-ja my  Griefs  and  Fears  for  my  Son  make  me  do 

I  know  not  what. 

SCAP  IN. 
^y,  Sir,  I  fee  it  does  indeed. 

GRIPE. 
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GRIPE. 

What  a  Devil  did  he  do  a  Shipboard  ? Damn'd 

Pirate,  damn'd  Renegade,  all  the  Devils  in  Hell  purfue 

thee.  [Ex*** 

SCAPIN. 

How  eafily  a  Mifer  fwallows  a  Load,  and  how  diffi- 
cultly he  difgorges  a  Grain  ?  But  I'll  not  leave  him  fo  ; 
he's  like  to  pay  in  other  Coin,  for  telling  Tales  of  me 
to  his  Son. 

Enter  O  c  T  A  v  i  A  N  and  LEANDER. 

SCAPIN. 

Well,  Sir,  I  have  fucceeded  in  your  Bufinefs,  there's 
Two  hundred  Pounds  which  I  have  fqueez'd  out  of  your 
Father.  [To  Octavian. 

OCTAFIAN. 
Triumphant  Scapin. 

SCAPIN. 

But  for  you  I  can  do  nothing [To  Leander. 

LEANDER. 
Then  may  I  go  hang  myfelf.     Friends  both,  Adieu, 

S  CAP  IN. 

D'ye  hear,  d'ye  hear,  the  Devil  has  no  fuch  Neceflity 
'  for  you  yet,  that  you  need  ride  Poft.     With  much  ado 
Fve  got  your  Bufmefs  done  too. 

LEANDER. 
Is't  poffible  ? 

SCAP1N. 

But  on  condition  that  you  permit  me  to  revenge  my- 
felf on  your  Father  for  the  Trick  he  has  ferv'd  me. 

LEANDER. 

With  all  my  Heart,  at  thy  own  Difcretion,  good  ho- 
neft  Scapin. 

VOL.  I.  O  SCA- 
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SC4PIN. 

Hold  your  Hand,  there's  Two  hundred  Pounds. 

LEANDER. 

My  Thanks  are  too  many  to  pay  now :  Farewel  dear 
Son  of  Mercury ,  and  be  profperous. 

SCAPIN. 

Gramercy,  Pupil.     Hence  we  gather, 
Give  Son  the  Money,  hang  up  Father.  \Extunt* 
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ACT    III.       S  C  E  N  £    I. 
Enter  LUCIA  and  CLARA. 

LUCIA. 

WAS  ever  fuch  a  Trick  play'd,  for  us  to  run  away 
from  our  Governefles,  where  our  careful  Fathers 
had  plac'd  us,  to  follow  a  Couple  of  young  Gentlemen, 
only  becaufe  they  faid  they  lov'd  us  ?  I  think  it  was  a 
very  noble  Enterprize !  I  am  afraid  the  good  Fortune 
we  mail  get  by  it,  will  hardly  recompenfe  the  Reputation 
we  have  loft  by  it. 

CLARA. 

Our  greateft  Satisfaction  is,  that  they  are  Men  of 
Faftiion  and  Credit,  and  for  my  part  I  long  ago  refolv'd 
not  to  marry  any  other,  nor  fuch  a  one  neither,  till  I  had 
a  perfect  Confirmation  of  his  Love  ;  and  it  was  an  AiTu~ 
ranee  of  Ottavian**  that  brought  me  hither 

LUCIA. 

I  muft  confefs,  I  had  no  lefs  a  Senfe  of  the  Faith  and 
Honour  QiLeander. 

CLARA. 

But  feems  it  not  wonderful,  that  the  Circumftances  of 
our  Fortune  mould  be  fo  nearly  ally'd,  and  ourfelves 
fo  much  Strangers  ?  Befides,  if  I  miftake  not,  I  fee 
fomething  in  Leaner,  fo  much  refembling  a  Brother  of 

O  2  mine 
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mine  of  the  fame  Name,  that  did  not  the  Time  fmce  I 
faw  him  make  me  fearful,  I  mould  be  often  apt  to  call 
him  fo. 

LU 'CIA. 

I  have  a  Brother  too,  whofe  Name's  Oflavian,  bred 
in  Italy ,  and  juft  as  my  Father  took  his  Voyage,  re- 
turn'd  home  ;  not  knowing  where  to  find  me,  I  believe 
is  the  Reafon  I  have  not  feen  him  yet.  But  if  I  deceive 
not  myfelf,  there  is  fomething  in  your  Otfavian  that 
extremely  refreihes  my  Memory  of  him. 

CLARA. 

I  wi(h  we  might  be  fo  happy  as  we  are  inclin'd  to 
hope  ;  but  there's  a  ftrange  blind  Side  in  our  Natures, 
which  always  makes  us  apt  to  believe,  what, we  moil 
earneilly  defire. 

LUCIA. 

The  vvorft  at  laft,  is  but  to  be  forfaken  by  our'Fathers : 
And  for. my  Part,  I  had  rather  lofe  an  old  Father  than 
a  young  Lover,  when  !  may  with  Reputation  keep  him, 
and  fecure  myfelf  againft  the  hnpofition  of  fatherly 
Authority. 

C  L  AR  A. 

How  unfufferable  it  is  to  be  facrific'd  to  the  Arms  of 
a  naufeous  Blockhead,  that  has  no  other  Senfe  than  to 
eat  and  drink  when  it  is  provided  for  him,  rife  in  the 
Morning,  and  go  to  £ed  at  Night,  and  with  much  ado 
be  perfuaded  to  keep  himfelf  clean  ! 

LUC  I  A. 

A  thing  of  mere  Flefli  and  Blood,  and  that  of  the 
worfl  fort  too,  with  a  fquinting  meager  hang -dog  Coun- 
tenance, that  looks  as  if  he  always  wanted  Phyfic  for 
the  Worms. 

CLARA, 
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CLARA 

Yet  fuch  their  filly  Parents  are  generally  mofl  indul- 
gent to,  like  Apes,  never  fo  well  pleas'd,  as  when  they're 
fondling  with  their  ugly  I  flue. 

LUCIA 

Twenty  to  one,  but  to  fome  fuch  charming  Creatures 
our  careful  Fathers  had  defign'd  us. 

CLARA. 

Parents  think  they  do  their  Daughters  the  greateil 
Kindnefs  in  the  World,  when  they  get  them  Fools  for 
their  Hufbands,  and  yet  are  very  apt  to  take  it  ill  if 
they  make  the  right  Ufe  of  them. 

LUCIA. 

I'd  no  more  be  bound  to  fpend  my  Days  in  Marriage 
to  a  Fool,  becaufe  I  might  rule  him,  than  I  would  al- 
ways ride  an  Afs,  becaufe  the  Creature  was  gentle. 

CLARA. 

See,  here's  Scapin,  as  full  of  Defigns  and  Affairs,  as 
a  callow  Statefman  at  a  Treaty  of  Peace. 

Enter  SCAPIN. 

SCAPIN. 
Ladies ! 

CLARA. 

Oh,  Scapin  !  What's  the  Reafon  you  have  been  fuch 
a  Stranger  of  late  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Faith,  Ladies,  Bufmefs,  Bufmefs  has  taken  up  my 
Time  ;  and  truly  I  love  an  active  Life,  love  my  Bufmefs 
extremely. 

LUC  IA. 

Methinks  tho',  this  fliould  be  a  difficult  Place  for  a 
Man  of  your  Excellencies  to  find  Employment  in. 

O  3  SCAPIN. 
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SCAPIN. 

Why  faith,  Madam,  I'm  never  my  to  my  Friends : 
My  Bufmefs  is,  in  fhort,  like  that  of' all  other  Men  of 
Kufmefs,  diligently  contriving  how  to  play  the  Knave 
and  cheat  to  get  an  honeit  Livelihood. 

CLARA. 

Certainly  Men  of  Wit  and  Parts  need  never  be 
driven  to  indirect  Lourfes. 

SCAPIN. 

Ch,  Madam  !  Wit  and  Honeily,  like  Oil  and  Vine- 
gar, with  much  ado  mingled  together,  give  a  Relifh  to 
a  good  Fortune,  and  pafs  well  enough  for  Sauce,  but  are 
very  thin  Fare  of  themfelves.  No,  give  me  your  Knave, 
your  thorough-pac'd  Knave  \  hang  his  Wit,  fo  he  be  but 
Rogue  enough. 

LUCIA. 

You're  grown  very  much  out  of  Humour  with  Wit, 
Sccpin  ;  i  hope  yours  has  done  >  ou  no  Prejudice  of  late. 

SCAPIN. 

No,  Madam,  your  Men  of  Wit  are  good  for  nothing, 
dull,  lazy,  relcive  Snails  ;  'tis  your  undertaking,  impu- 
dent, pufhing  Fool,  that  commands  his  Fortune. 

C  L  A  R  A. 

You  are  very  plain  and  open  in  this  Proceeding,  what- 
ever you  are  in  others. 

SCAPIN. 

Dame  Fortune,  like  moft  others  of  the  Female  Sex, 
(I  fpeak  all  this  with  refpecl  to  your  Ladymip)  is  gene- 
rally more  indulgent  to  the  nimble  mettled  Blockheads ; 
Men  of  Wit  are  not  for  her  turn,  ever  too  thoughtful 
when  they  fhould  be  aftive  :  VV  hy,  who  believes  any 
Man  of  Wit  to  have  fo  much  as  Courage  ?  No,  Ladies, 
if  you've  any  Friends  that  hope  to  raiie  themfelves,  ad- 

vife 
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vlfe  them  to  be  as  much  Fools  as  they  can,  and  they'll 
ne'er  want  Patrons :  And  for  Honefty,  if  your  Lady- 
ihip  think  fit  to  retire  a  little  further,  you  (hall  fee  me 
perform  upon  a  Gentleman  that's  coming  this  way. 

CLARA. 

Pr'ythee,  Lucia,  let  us  retreat  a  little,  and  take  this 
Opportunity  of  fome  Divertifement ;  which  has  been 
very  fcarce  here  hitherto. 

Enter  SHIFT  with  a  Sack. 

SC  APIN. 
Oh,  S&ifl  / 

SHIFT. 

Speak  not  too  load,  my  Matter's  coming. 
S  CAP  IN. 

I  am  glad  on't,  I  fhall  teach  him  to  betray  the  Se- 
crets of  his  Friend,  if  any  Man  puts  a  Trick  upon 
me  without  return,  may  I  lofe  this  Nofe  with  the  Pox, 
without  the  Pleafure  of  getting  it. 

SHIFT. 

I  wonder  at  thy  Valour,  thou  art  continually  venturing 
that  Body  of  thine,  to  the  Indignity  of  Bruifes  and  in- 
decent Bailinadoes,  , 

SCAPIN. 

Difficulties  in  Adventures  make  them  pleafant  when 
accompliih'd. 

SHIFT. 

But  your  Adventures,  how  comical  foever  in  the 
Beginning,  are  fure  to  be  tragical  in  the  End. 

SCAPIN. 

'Tis  no  matter.     I  hate  your  pufillanimous  Spirit : 
Revenge  and  Leachery  are  never  fo  pleafant  as  when  you 
venture  hard  for  them  ;  begone  :  Here  comes  my  Man. 
Q  Enter 
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Enter  GRIPE. 

Ch,  Sir,  Sir,  fhift  for  yourfelf,  quickly  Sir,  quickly  Sir, 
for  Heav'rr's  fake. 

GRIPE. 

What's  the  Matter,  Man  ? 

S  CAP  IN. 

Heav'n !  is  this  a  Time  to  afk  Queftions  ?  Will  you 
be  murder'd  inftantly  ?  I  am  afraid  you'll  be  kilTd 
within  thefe  two  Minutes. 

GRIPE. 
Mercy  on  me  !  kilPd  !  for  what  ? 

SCAPIN. 
They  are  every  where  looking  out  for  you. 

GRIPE. 

Who  ?  Who  ? 

SCAPIN. 

The  Brother  of  her  wbom  your  Son  has  marry 'd ;  he's 
a  Captain  of  a  i-rivateer,  who  has  all  forts  of  Rogues, 
Enghjb,  Scotch,  Weljh,  Irijb,  French,  under  his  Com- 
mand, and  all  lying  in  wait  now,  or  fearching  for  you  to 
kill  you,  becaufe  you  would  null  the  Marriage  :  They 
run  up  and  down,  crying,  where  is  the  Rogue  Gripe  ? 
Where  is  the  Dog  ?  where  is  the  Slave  Gripe  ?  They 
watch  for  you  fo  narrowly,  that  there's  no  getting  Home 
to  your  Houfe. 

GRIPE. 

Oh,  Scapin  !  What  (hall  1  do  ?  what  will  become  of 
me  ? 

SCAPIN. 

Nay,  Feav'n  knows ;  but  if  you  come  within  their 
Reach,  they'll  De  Wit  )ou,  they'll  tear  you  in  pieces ; 
hark. 

GRIPE. 
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GRIPE. 

Oh  Lord ! 

SCAPIN. 
Hum,  'tis  none  of  them. 

GRIPE. 
Canft  thou  find  no  way  for  my  Efcape,  dear  Scapin  f 

SCAPIN. 
I  think  I  have  found  one. 

GRIPE. 
Good  Scapin,  (hew  thyfelf  a  Man  now. 

SCAPIN. 
I  fhall  venture  being  moft  immoderately  beaten. 

GRIPE. 

Dear  Scapin,  do ;  I  will  reward  thee  bounteoufly  :  I*U 
give  thee  this  Suit  when  I  have  worn  it  eight  or  nine 
Months  longer. 

SCAPIN. 
Liften  !  who  are  thefe  ? 

GRIPE. 
God  forgive  me,  Lord  have  Mercy  upon  us. 

SCAPIN. 

No,  there's  nobody  ;  look,  if  you'll  fave  yojr  Life 
go  into  this  Sack  prefently. 

GRIPE.. 
Oh  !  who's  there  ? 

SCAPIN. 

No  body  :  Get  into  the  Sack,  and  flir  not,  whatever 
happens ;  I'll  carry  you  as  a  Bundle  of  Goods  thro'  all 
your  Enemies  to  the  Major's  Houfe  of  the  Caftle. 

GRIPE. 
An  admirable  Invention  :  Oh  Lord  !  quick. 

[Gets  into  the  Sack. 
SCAPIN^ 

Yes,  'tis  an  excellent  invention,  if  you  knew  all ;  keep 

in  your  Head.  Oh,  here's  aJRogue  coming  to  look  for  you. 

O  5  S  c  A  p  i  rt 
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S  c  A  P  i  N  counterfeits  a  Welfhman. 

Do  you  bear,  I  pray  you,  where  is  Leander'/  Father, 
look  you. 

•  In  bis  own  Voice. 

How  fhould  I  know  ?  what  would  you  have  with  him — 
Lie  clofe.  {.dfidc  t°  Gripe. 

Have  with  him,  look  you  !  bur  bas  no  creat  Pus'nefs,  but 
bur  would  have  Satis  faff  ions  and  Reparations,  look  you,  for 
Credits  and  Honours,   by  Sf.  Tavy  be  jball  not  put  tbe 
Injuries  and  djfronts  upon  my  Captains,  lock  you  now,  Sir. 
He  affront  the  Captain,  he  meddles  with  no  Man. 
Ton  lye,  Sir,  look  you,  and  bur  will  give  you  Beatings 
and  Chajlifements  for  your  Contradictions,   when  her  Welfe 
Flood's  up,   look  you,   and  bur  will  cudgel  your  Packs  and 
your  Nottlesfor  it ;  take  you  that,  pray  you  now. 

j  Beats  the  Sack. 

Hold,  hold,  will  you  murder  me  ?  I  know  not  where 
he  is,  not  I. 

Hur  wi/l  teacb  fawcy  Jacks  how  they  profook  bur  Welfe 
Ploods  and  bur  Chollers  :  and  for  the  old  Rogue,  bur  will 
have  his  Gutts  and  his  Plood,   look  you,   Sir,  or  bur  will 
never  wear  Leek  upon  St.  Tavy'j  Day  more,  look  ycu. 
Gh  !  He  has  maul'd  me,  a  damn'd  Welfo  Rafcal. 

GRIPE. 
You  ?  The  Blows  fell  upon  my  Shoulders.    Oh  1  Oh  ! 

SCAPIN. 

'Twas  only  the  End  of  the  Stick  fell  on  you,  the  main 
fiibftantial  Part  of  the  Cudgel  lighted  on  me. 

GRIPE. 
Why  did  you  not  ftand  farther  off? 

SC4PIN. 
Peace-"   •    -Here's  another  Rogue. 

1* 
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In  a  Lancaihire  Dialeft. 

Taw  Fellee  wi'tb'  Sack  there,  done  yaw  knaw  whcar 
tb'awd  Rafcatt  Griap  is  ? 

Not  I  ;  but  here  is  no  Rafcal. 

Yaw  Lean,  yaw  Douge,  yaw  Aaiun  <weel  eenuh  wbear 
he  is,  an  yawden  feel,  ond  that  he  is  a  foo  Rafcate  as  any 
is  in  aw  the  Fawn  ;  /'/  tell  a  that  by'r  Lady. 

Not  I,  Sir,  [  know  neither,  Sir,  not  I. 

By  the  Mefs,  an  ay  tack  thee  in  hont,  ay's  raddle  the 
Bones  on  thee,  ay's  keeble  thee  to  fome  Tune. 

Me,  Sir  ?  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Why,  Tha'wart  bis  Man,  thaw  Hobble,  P II  f mite  tb* 
Nafe  o*tbee. 

Hold,  hold,  Sir,  what  would  you  have  with  him  ? 

Why,  I  mun  knock  him  dawne  with  my  K.ibbo,  the  fi>'ft 
lawt  to  the  grawnt,  and  then  I  mun  beat  him  anv  to  Pap^ 
by  tb*  Mefs,  and  after  ay  mun  cut  ojj~ the  Lugs  and  Naes  on 
en,  and  ay  wof,  he'll  be  a  pretty  fwatley  Felle,  bawt  Lugs 
and  Nats. 

tt  hy,  truly,  Sir,  I  know  not  where  he  is,  but  he  went 
down  that  Lane. 

This  Lone,  faynye  ?  Ays  find  him,  byrr  Lady,  an  he  Is 
aLo've  gra^wnt. 

So,  he's  gone,  a  damn'd  Lancajhire  Rafcal. 

GRIPE. 
Oh,  good  Scapin  !  go  on  quickly. 

SCAPIN. 
Hold,  here's  another.  [Gripe  pops  in  bis  Head. 

In  an  Irifh  Tons. 

Deft  thou  hear,  Sack-man?  I  pr  idee  fare  is  de  damnd' 
Dog  Gripe  ? 

Why,  what's  that  to  you  ?  What  know  I  ? 

O  6  FM\* 
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Fat's  dat  to  me,  Joy  ?  by  my  Soul,  Joy,  I  will  lay  a 
great  Blow  upon  thy  Pate,  and  de  Devil  take  me,  but  I 
will  make  tbee  know  fare  he  is  indeed,  or  /'//  beat  upon  thee 
till  thou  doft  know,  by  my  Salvation  indeed. 

I'll  not  be  beaten. 

.  Now  the  Devil  take  me,  I /wear  by  him  that  made  me, 
if  thou  doft  not  tell  fare  is  Gripe,  but  I  will  beat  thy 
Father's  Child  very  much  indeed. 

What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  I  can't  tell  where  he 
is.  But  what  would  you  have  with  him  ? 

Fat  would  I  have  void  him  ?  By  my  Soul  if  I  do  fee  him 
I  will  make  murder  upon  him  for  my  Captain's  fake. 

Murder  him  ?  He'll  not  be  murder'd. 

If  I  do  lay  my  Eyes  upon  him,  gad  I  will  put  my  Sword 
into  his  Bowels,  de  Devil  take  me  indeed.  Fat  haft  dow  in 
dat  Sack,  Joy  ?  by  mj  Salvation  I  will  look  into  it. 

But  you  fhall  not.     What  have  you  to  do  with  it  ? 

By  my  Soul,  Joy,  I  will  put  my  Rapier  into  it. 

GRIPE. 

Oh  !  Oh  ! 

SC4PIN. 

Faff,  if  does  grunt,  by  my  Salvation  de  Devil  take  me 
1  will  fee  it  indeed,. 

You  ihajl  not  fee  my  Sack ;  I  will  defend  it  with  my  Life. 

Den  I  will  make  beat  upon  thy  Body  ;  take  that,  Joyt 
and  that,  and  that,  upon  my  Soul,  and  fo  I  do  take  my  leave, 
Joy.  [Beats  him  in  the  Sack. 

A  Plague  on  him,  he's  gone ;  he  has  almoft  kili'd  me. 

GRIPE. 

Oh  !  I  can  hold  no  longer ;  the  Blows  all  fell  on  my 
Shoulders ! 

SCAP  IN. 
You  can't  tell  me ;  thy  fell  on  mine :  Oh  my  Shoulders! 

GRIPE. 
Yours?  Oh  my  Shoulders ! 

S  CAP  IN. 
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SC4P  IN. 
Peace,  they're  coming. 

Ift  a  hoarfe  Seaman's  Voice. 

Where  is  the  Dog  ?  I'll  lay  him  on  fore  and  aft,  fwinge  • 
him  with  a  Cat  6  }  nine-tail,  Keel  haul,  and  then  hang  him  « 
at  the  Main  Tard. 

In  broken  French-Englifti. 

Jf  clere  be  no  more  Men  in  England,  /  will  kill  him,  I 
ill 


<v  ill  put  my  Rapire  in  his  Body,  I  will  give   him  two  tree 
pujhe  in  de  Guff. 

Here  Scapin  atls  a  Number  of  em  together. 

We  mun  go  this  way  -  o'  th'  Right  Hand,  no  to  thy 
Left  Hand  -  lie  clofe  -  fearch  e-v'ry  where 
by  my  Sal-vat  ion  I  will  kill  the  damn'  d  Dog  -  -and  we 
do  catch  'en,  we'll  tear  'en  in  pieces,  and  1  do  heer  he  went 
thick  way  -  no,  ftr  ait  forward.  Hold,  here  is  his  Man, 
where"1  s  your  Mafter  ---  Damn  me,  where?  in  Hell  ? 
jpeak  -  Hold,  not  fo  furioufly  -  and  you  don't  tell  us 
where  he  is,  will  murder  thee—— 

Do  what  you  will,  Gentlemen,  I  know  not. 

Lay  him  on  thick,  thwack  him  foundly. 

Hold,  hold,  do  what  you  will,   I'll  ne'er  betray  my 
Matte*. 

Knock  'en  down,  beat  ^en  zoundly,  to'  en,  at'  en  at'  en  at  — 
[As  he  is  going  to  ftr  ike,   Gripe  peeps  outt  and 
Scapin  takes  to  his  Heels. 

GRIPE. 

Ch,  Dog,  Traitor,  Villain  !  Is  this  your  Plot  ?  Would 
you  have  murder'd  me  Rogue  ?  Unheard  of  Impudence  ! 


Enter 
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Enter  THRIFTY. 

Oh,  Brother  Thrifty  !  You  come  to  fee  me  loaden  with 
difgrace;  the  Villain  Scapin  has,  as  I  am  fenfible  now, 
cheated  me  of  Two  hundred  Pounds.  This  beating 
brings  all  into  my  Memory.  [Ajtde. 

THRIFTT. 

The  impudent  Varlet  has  gull'd  me  of  the  fame  Sum. 
GRIPE. 

Nor  was  he  content  to  take  my  Money,  but  hath 
abus'd  me  at  that  barb'rous  Rate  that  i  am  afham'd  to 
tell  it ;  but  he  mail  pay  for  it  feverely. 

THRIFTr. 

But  this  is  not  all,  Brother ;  one  Misfortune  is  the 
Forerunner  of  another  :  Juft  now  I  receiv'd  Letters  from 
London^  that  both  our  Daughters  have  run  away  from 
their  Governeffes,  with  two  wild  debauch'd  young  Fel- 
lows, that  they  fell  in  love  with. 

Enter  LUCIA  and  CLARA. 

LUCIA. 

Was  ever  fo  malicious  Impudence  feen hah  — 

Surely,  if  1  miftake  not,  that  mould  be  my  Father. 

CLARA. 
And  the  other  mine,  whom  Scapin  has  us'd  thus. 

LUC  I  A. 
Blefs  us !  Return'd,  and  we  not  know  of  it  ? 

CLARA. 
What  will  they  fay  to  find  us  here  ? 

LUCIA. 
My  deareft  Father,  welcome  to  England* 

THRIFTS 
My  Daughter  Luce  / 

LUCIA. 
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LUCIA. 
The  fame,  Sir. 

GRIPE. 
My  Clara  here  too  ? 

CLARA. 
Yes,  Sir  ;  and  happy  to  fee  your  fafe  Arrival. 


What  ftrangeDeftiny  has  directed  thisHappinefsto  us  ? 
Enter  O  c  T  A  v  I  A  N. 

GRIPE. 
Hey  day  ! 

THRIFTT. 
Oh,  Son  !  I  have  a  Wife  for  you. 

OCTAVIAN. 

Good  Father,  all  your  Propofitions  are  vain  ;  I  mu& 
needs  be  free,  and  tell  you,  I  am  engaged. 

THRIFTr. 

Look  you  now  ;  is  not  this  very  fine  !  Now  I  have 
a  mind  to  be  merry,  and  to  be  friends  with  you  ;  you'll 
not  let  me  now,  will  you  ?  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Gripe's  Daugh- 
ter here  -  • 

OCT  AVIAN. 

I'll  never  marry  Mr.  Gripe's  Daughter,  Sir,  as  long  as 
I  live  :  No,  yonder's  me  that  I  muft  love,  and  can  never 
entertain  the  Thoughts  of  any  other. 

CLARA. 

Yes,  Otfavzan,  I  have  at  lafl  met  with  my  Father, 
and  all  our  Fears  and  Troubles  are  at  an  End. 


Law  ye  now,  you  would  be  wiferthan  the  Father  that 
begot  you,  would  you  ?  Did  not  I  always  fay  you  mould 

marry 
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marry  Mr.  Gripe's  Daughter  ?    But  you  do  not  know 

your  Sifter  Luce. 

OC?  'AVIAN. 

Unlook'd  for  Blefling  !  why  file's  my  Friend  Leander's 
Wife! 


How,  Lender's  Wife  ! 

GRIPE. 
What,  my  Son  Leander  ! 

QCFAVIAN. 
Yes,  Sir,  your  Son  Leander. 

GRIPE. 

Indeed  !  Well,  Brother  Thrifty?  'tis  true,  the  Boy  was 
always  a  Good-natur'd  Hoy.  Well,  now  I  am  fo  over- 
joy'd,  that  I  could  laugh  till  [  fhook  my  Shouders,  but  that 
I  dare  not,  they  are  fo  fore.  But  look,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  LEANDER. 

LEJNDER. 

Sir,  !  beg  your  Pardon,  I  find  my  Marriage  is  dif- 
cover'd  ;  nor  would  I  indeed  have  longer  conceal'd  it  ; 
this  is  my  Wife,  I  muft  own  her. 

GRIPE. 

Brother  Thrifty,  did  you  ever  fee  the  like,  did  you 
ever  fee  the  like  ?  ha  ! 

THRIFTT. 

.  Own  her,  quoth-a  !  why  kifs  her,  kifs  her,  Man  ; 
odfbodikins,  when  T  was  a  young  Fellow,  and  was.firft 
marry'd,  I  did  nothing  elfe  for  three  Months.  O  my 
Confcience  i  got  rny  Boy  O&z  there,  the  firfl  Night, 
before  the  Curtains  were  quite  drawn! 

GRIPE. 

Well,  'tis  his  Father's  nown  Child,     Juft  fo,  Brother, 

was 
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was  it  with  me  upon  my  Wedding-day,  I  could  not  look 
upon  my  Dear  without  biuihing  ;  but  when  we  were  a 
Bed,  Lord  ha'  mercy  upon  us  —but  I'll  no  more. 
LE4NDER. 

Is  then  my  Father  reconciled  to  me  ? 
GRIPE. 

Reconciled  to  thee !  why  1  love  tliee  at  my  Heart,  Man, 
at  my  Heart ;  why  'tis  my  Brother  T&riffy's  Daughter, 
Mrs.  Lucy,  whom  I  always  defign'd  for  thy  Wife  j  and 
that's  thy  Sifter  Clara  marry'd  to  Mr.  QtJa  there. 

LEANDER. 

Ofla-vian,  are  we  then  Brothers  ?  there  is  nothing  that 
I  could  have  rather  wim'd  after  the  compleating  of  my 
Happinefs  with  my  charming  Lucia. 

THRIFTT. 

Come,  Sir,  hang  up  your  Compliments  in  the  Hall  at 
home,  they  are  old  and  out  of  Famion.  Shift,  go  to  the 
Inn,  and  befpeak  a  Supper  may  coft  more  Money  than 
I  have  ready  to  pay  for't,  for  I  am  refolv'd  to  run  in 
Debt  to  Night. 

SHIFT. 
I  mail  obey  your  Commands,  Sir. 

THRIFTT. 

Then  d'you  hear,  fend  out  and  mufter  up  all  theFidlers 
(blind  or  not  blind,  drunk  or  fober)  in  the  Town  ;  let 
not  fo  much  as  the  Roafter  of  Tunes,  with  his  crack'd 
Cymbal  in  a  Cafe,  efcape  ye. 

GRIPE. 

Well,  what  would  I  give  now  for  the  Fellow  that 
fings  the  Song  at  my  Lord  Mayor's  Feaft  :  1  myfelf 
would  make  an  Epithalamium  by  way  of  Sonnet,  and 
he  mould  fet  a  Tune  to  it ;  'twas  the  prettied  he  had- 
laft  time. 

Enter 
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Enter  SLY. 

sir. 

Oh,  Gentlemen,  here  Is  the  ftrangeft  Accident  fal- 
len out. 


What's  the  matter  ? 

sir. 

Poor  Scaptn, 

GRIPE. 

Ha  !  Rogue,  let  him  be  hang'd.  I'll  hang  him  my~ 
felf. 

sir. 

Oh,  Sir,  that  Trouble  you  may  fpare  ;  for  pafTiftg 
by  a  Place  where  they  were  building,  a  great  Stone  fell 
upon  his  Head,  and  broke  his  Scull  fo,  you  may  fee 
his  Brains. 


Where  is  he  ? 

sir. 

Yonder  he  comes. 

Enter  S  c  A  P  I  N   between  tnvo,  his  Head  wrapped  up  hr 
Linen  as  if  he  had  been  wounded. 

SCAP  IN. 

Oh  me  !  Oh  me  !  Gentlemen,  you  fee  me,  you  fee 
me  in  a  fad  Condition,  cut  off  like  a  Flower  in  the  Prime 
of  my  Years  :  But  yet  I  could  not  die  without  the  Pardon 
of  thofe  I  have  wrong'd  ;  yes,  Gentlemen,  I  befeech 
you  to  forgive  me  all  the  Injuries  that  I  have  done  ;  but 
more  efpecially,  I  beg  of  you,  Mr.  Thrifty,  and  my 
good  Mailer,,  Mr.  Grips. 
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THRIFTr. 

For  my  part,  I  pardon  thee  freely  ;  go,  and  die  in 
peace. 

SCAPIN. 

But  'tis  you,  Sir,  I  have  moil  offended,  by  the  inhu- 
man Baftinadoes  which 

GRIPE. 
Pr'ythee  fpeak  no  more  of  it,  I  forgive  thee  too. 

SCAP1N. 

'Twas  a  moft  wicked  Infolence  in  me,  that  I  mould 
with  vile  Crab-tree  Cudgel 

GRIPE. 
Pirn,  no  more,  I  fay  I  am  fatisfy'd. 

SCAPIN. 

And  now  fo  near  my  Death,  'tis  an  unexpreffible  Grief 
that  I  mould  dare  to  lift  my  Hand  againil  • 

GRIPE. 
Hold  thy  Peace,   or  die  quickly,  I  tell  thee  I  have 

forgot  all 

SC4PIN. 

Alas!  how  good  a  Man  you  are!  But,  Sir,  d'you 
pardon  me  freely,  and  from  the  Bottom  of  your  Heart, 
thofe  mercilefs  Drubs  that • 

GRIPE 

Pr'ythee  fpeak  no  more  of  it ;  I  forgive  thee  freely, 
here  s  my  Hand  upon't. 

SC4PIN. 
Oh  !  Sir,  how  much  your  Goodnefs  revives  me  ! 

[Pulls  off  his  Cap. 
GRIPE. 

How's  that !  Friend,  take  notice,  T  pardon  thee,  but 
'tis  upon  Condition  that  you  are  fure  to  die. 

SCAPIN. 
Oh  me  !  I  begin  to  faint  again. 

THRIFTS 


308       fb'e.  CHEATS  of  S  c  A  p  i  N; 
THRIFTT. 

Come,  fie  Brother,  never  let  Revenge  employ  your 
Thoughts  now  ;  forgive  him,  forgive  him  without  any 
Condition. 

GRIPE. 

A  duce  on't,  Brother,  as  1  hope  to  be  fav'd,  he  beat 
me  bafely  and  fcurviiy,  never  IHr  he  did  :  But  fince  you 
will  have  it  fo,  J  do  forgive  him. 


Now  then  let's  to  Supper,  and  incur  Mirth  drown 
and  forget  all  Troubles. 

S.CAPIN. 

Ay,  and  let  them  carry  me  to  the  lower  End  of  the 
Table  ; 

Where  in  my  Chair  of  State,  I'll  fit  at  Eafe, 
And  .eat  and  drink,  that  I  may  die  in  peace.  [.A  Dance. 

[Exeunt  omnes* 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  MARY  LEE,  when  fhe 
was  out  of  Humour. 

TTO  W  little,  do  you  guefs  what  Tm  to  fay  ! 

I  m  not  to  afk  how  you.  like  Farce   or  Play  : 
For  you  muft  knncm,  T  mt>  nther  Rff/tnef<  nniu  ; 
//  is  to  tell  ye.  Sparks,  how  we  like  you. 
How  happy  were  we,  when  in  humble  Guife 
Tou  came  with  honeft  Hearts  and  harmlefs  Eyes  ; 
Sat  without  Noife  and  Tumult  in  the  Pit  : 
Oh  what  a  precious  Jewel  then  was  Wit  ! 
Tho*  now  *tis  grown  fo  common,  let  me  die. 
Gentlemen  f corn  to  keep  it  Company. 
Indulgent  Nature  has  too  bounteous  been, 
Your  too  much  Plenty  is  become  your  Sin. 
Time  was  ye  'were  as  meek  as  now  you? re  proud t  "1 

Did  not  in  curft  Cabals  of 'Critics  croud,  > 

Nor  thought  it  witty  to  be  <very  loud  $  J 

But  came  to  fee  the  Follhs  you  would  /hun  : 
Tho*  now  fo  fondly  Antic  here  you're  grown; 
Ty  invert  the  Stage's  Purpofe,  and  its  Rules  ; 
Make  us  Spectators,  whilftyou  play  the  Fools. 
Equally  witty y  as  Jome  'valiant  are  ; 
The  fad  Dffefis  of  bath  are  exposed  here. 
For  here  you  II  cenfure,  who  difdain  to  'write, 
Asfome  make  Quarrels  here  that  far n  tofeht. 

We 


EPILOGUE. 

'The  rugged  Soldier  that  from  War  returns, 
Andftill  with  th'  Heat  of  former  Aftion  burns  ; 
Let  him  but  hither  come  to  fee  a  Play, 
Proceeds  an  Errant  Courtier  in  a  Day. 
Shall  fteal  from  th'  Pit,  andfy  up  to  the  Box, 
There  hold  impertinent  Chat  with  tawdry  Maujc ; 
Till  ere  aware  the  Blujfrer  falls  in  love  ; 
And  Hero  grows  as  harmlefs  as  a  Do<ve. 

With  us  the  kind  Remembrance  j>  ft  vpwnitt*, 
When  we  were  entertain  d  behind  our  Scenes, 
no*  now,  alas,  we  muftyour  Abfence  mourn, 
Whilft  nought  but  Quality  will  ferwe  your  turn* 
Damned  Quality  !  that  ufes  poaching  Arts, 
And  (as  'tis  fat  d)  comes  majk'd  to  prey  on  Hearts, 
The  proper  Ufe  of  Vifors  once  was  made, 
When  only  worn  by  fuch  as  own* d  the  Trade  : 
Tho'  now  all  mingle  with  'emfo  together, 
That  you  can  hardly  know  the  one  from  t'other. 
JBut  'tis  no  matter ;  on,  purfue  your  Game, 
Till  wearied  you  return  at  laft,  and  tame  : 
Know  then  'twill  be  our  Turn  to  be  fe<vere  ; 
For  when  you' we  left  your  Stings  behind  you  there, 
Ton  lazy  Drones,  ye  Jharft  have  Harbour  here. 


END  of  the  FIRST  VOLUME. 
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